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1799. 


TO MRS. SIDDONS. 


DEAR MADAM, 


2 


As the Caſtle of Montval owes its favour- 
able reception by the Public entirely to your 
matchleſs exertions, its dedication to you would 
be a debt of gratitude, were it not one of 
friendſhip. If the audience has been enchant- 
ed with your performance of a part, which 
was written ſolely for you, what muſt the 
Author's ſenſations have been, who felt that 
the zeal of the friend gave an higher tone 
and colouring to the enthuſiaſms of the ac- 
treſs. 


I preſume not to divide the palm with you, 
but when wreathed round your brow, I may 
be proud that its graceful honours owe ſome- 

hs thing 


„ 
| thing to a Drama, which you inſpired, and 
which, through you, will afford laſting ſatifo 
faction to, 


Dear Madam, 
Your obliged and faithful Friend, &c. &c, 
THO#. S. WHALLEY, 


PREFACE. 


Tus following tragedy is founded on a well- 
known fact, which happened, the author believes, 
ſomewhere in the South of France, and ſo recently 
as in the year Eighty-three. The old count in queſ- 
tion, had been immured in a ſecret dungeon ſix years, 
by his cruel ſon, and a confidential villian who had 
been bred up in the caſtle, when he was accidentally 
diſcovered by a nobleman who was the old count's 
particular friend, Not having heard of the count's 
ſuppoſed death (owing to a long abſence from F rance), 
he unexpectedly arrived to paſs a few days with him, 
when the caſtle was fo full of gueſts, that the old 
count's bed-chamber was the only one unoccupied. 
This chamber communicated with the dungeon by a 
| ſecret door, concealed by tapeſtry ; and through the 
hurry attending the revelry in the caſtle, had been left 
open by the young count's abominable agent, the 
evening his father's old friend was to ſleep in a room 
which had been carefully ſhut up till that night, ever 
ſince the count's ſuppoſed deceaſe. In the courſe of 

b 2 | the 


IE 


the night, the noble gueſt, awakened by a noiſe in 


the chamber, diſcovered his old friend, and an expla- 
nation taking place, the officers of juſtice were, unex- 
pectedly, called in. the next day from a neighbouring 
city: the old count was liberated, but, too feeble to 
bear ſuch a ſudden change, died in a few days; his 
execrable ſon was condemned to be impriſoned for his 


life, which would not have been ſpared, but at the 


powerful interceſſion of his noble relations, who, ac- 
cording to the laws of France, would have been diſ- 
graced and degraded by his public and merited exe- 
cution. The part of the counteſs, with ſome others, 
have been imagined by the author, to form a plot fit 


for the ſtage; and to give it all the advantages of 


Mrs. Siddons's unrivalled performance. How well 
ſhe has juſtified his hopes, the public, whom ſhe has 
enchanted with her tranſcendent efforts, knows; but 
it cannot know how much ſhe has ſurpaſſed his higheſt 
expectations it a part, which, as it was only written 
for her, ſo ſhe only could have given it ſuch wonder- 
ful force and effect. | 

It has been ſuppoſed by ſome, that the author bor- 
rowed his plot partly from the Robbers, and partly from 
the Caſtle Spectre. The plain and honeſt narrative he 


has given will, he truſts, vindicate him from this ima- 


gined 


C vi --1 
gined imitation, Indeed his tragedy was written ſome 
time before he read the play of the Robbers, and as 
it was in the hands of the managers of Drury-lane 
Theatre very early in May 1797, no part of it could 
have been ſtolen from the Caſtle Spectre, which was 
put into their hands ſome time after, and which ought, 
in juſtice, to have ſucceeded, and not preceded, the 
Caſtle of Montyal on the ſtage. 


The AUTHOR: 


PROLOGUE r Tix AUTHOR, 
| Spoken by Mr. PowPLL. 


A TRAGEDY again ?—Aye, he may try, 

With dagger, ſtrut, and rant, to make us cry; 
But all his efforts, and his kill, kill, kill! 

Shall never make us weep againſt our will: 

We love to laugh — then, pray, why here to night? 
Can it be out of whim, or out of ſpight ? 

T'll not believe it; Britons are too kind, 

Too generous, to betray a grov'ling mind 

Some critic ly, or poet in a corner, 

May, here and there, perhaps, perform the ſcorne: 
And come reſoly'd to damn : ſince wits, they ſay, 
Like hungry wolves, for want of other prey, 

On their own kind will turn; and thro” the town, 
To gaol from garret, hunt each other down. 

But yet—tho? authors are ſo hard of heart--- 

Ye, gentle fair, will act a gentler part; 

And have your ſalts and handkerchiefs prepar'd 
For tears, which are the poet's beſt reward. 


- And ſympatheric beaux can't fail to cry 


At your command, and utter ſigh for ſigh. 


From you, O gallery gods | there's nought to fear, 


If genuine pathos calls the genuine tear: 
Nor will the judgment of the pit refuſe 
Enlighten'd plaudits to the tragic muſe, 

If Nature, leagu'd with Pity, plays her part, 
To agitate the pulſes of the heart. 

Howe'er the author in his part may fail, 
Truth has ſupply'd the ſubject of his tale. 


Gallia 


Gallia - here all to mad exceſs is borne; 
Where ev'ry tie of God and man is torn; 
Where ſuff' ring virtue lifts her hands in vain, 
And cheated freedom drags his iron chain 
Gallia ſupply'd the ſtory, which, to-night, 
With tender ſympathy and ſad delight, | 

If hope deceive not, thro' our cares, ſhall claim, 
And your applauſe, one laurel leaf from fame; 
One leaf, if haply one ungather'd grows, 
To wreath our naval heroes” gallant brows, 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


COUNT r MONTVAL, 
MARQUIS of VAUBLANE, 
COUNT y COLMAR, 


OLD COUNT, 


MONS. LAPONT, | 
BLAISE, the old Steward of the Caſile, 


COUNTESS  MONTVAL, 
The LADY MATILDA, her Couſin, 
TERESA, Woman to the Counteſs, 


Scene lies in Daupht 


* 


Mr. HoLL Ax. 
Mr. C. KERLE. 
Mr. A1CKIN. 
Mr. KEMBLE. - 


Mr. BARRTMORE. 


Mr. PACKER. 


Mrs. S1DDONs, 
Mrs. POWELL. 
Miſs HEARD. 


ny, in the South of France. 
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THE 


CASTLE OF MONTVAL. 


SCENE I—4 handſome Antichamber in the Caſtle. 


Enter TR ESA and BL ASE, talking. 


J Cannot think it: ſure your former lady 
Was far leſs lovely than my charming miſtreſs ! 
It may be ſo in any eyes but mine. 
Train'd, from a boy, by her protecting hand; 
Taken from poverty, and rais'd to honor; 
Truſted by her, and by my noble lord ; 
My eyes can never ſee their equals more ! 
But yet, Tereſa, I confeſs the counteſs 
Reminds me of the beauty now laid low; 


And bears ſuch grace and dignity about her, 


As I did never think to ſee again. 
TERESA, 
Well, worthy Blaiſe, your gratitude I honor, 
Tho'I may doubt your taſte.---But the late count? 
 BLAISE. 
O!] my dear maſter Pray excuſe theſe tears 
Was goodneſs, honor, kindneſs, paſt my ſpeak- 


ing ! 
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TERESA. 
When did he die? 
BLAISE. 
About four years ago. 
His death was ſudden ; and a ſudden change— 
To me a fad one, who was wont to think 
That all his wiſdom order'd was moſt right— 
Then happen'd here. 
TERESA. 
What change, my worthy friend? 
BLAISE. 
Exceſs and revelry, for tranquil ftate : 
The noonday frolic, and the midnight feaſt, 
For ſober chearfulneſs, and ſober hours; 
For hoſpitality, whoſe even courſe | 
Flow always full, yet never ran to waſte. 
But I am old: faſhions and times are alter'd : 
I ſhou'd not blame, becauſe 7 cannot reliſh. 
What my young lord, irnpell'd by health and ſpirits, 
Thinks fit to do — And I've a confidence 
That by your lady much will be reform'd 
That ſeem'd amifs.---O ! may his actions honor 
His noble parents, and his noble wife 


TERESA. 
And fo 1 truſt they will : now Heav' n forbid 


Such excellence as her's were thrown away.— 
. BLAISE {interrupting her). 
What have I faid ?---Y oung woman do not think 
it! | 
Wreſt not my words; I pray you wreſt them not 
Beyond their meaning —He is gay and young, 
n And 


A TRAGEDY. 3 


And youth is laviſh, when the tide of fortune 
Draws flatt'rers round; a baſe and buſy train! 
But I am wrong again :--we'll hope the beſt. 
Nor more | 1 for ſee my lady” s noble friends. 
| | FA [ Exeunt. 


Enter MaT1LDA and the Marquis. 


MARQUIS. 

My dear Matilda, let the precious moments 
Which fortune offers, be employ'd to ſpeak 
My conſtant love and overflowing rapture, 

At meeting thus again At meeting bus, 
After ſo many tedious months of abſence, 
With full allowance from your noble father, 
To urge my wiſhes and expreſs my Wo : 
MATIL DPA * 
What ſhall I anſwer worthy 3 me? 
Believe my heart reſponſive to.your own ; 
Tho' female delicacy makes my tongue 
Baſhful to ſpeak the language it inſpires. _ 
1 5 rs * 

Long, leng 1 lov'd, without one ray to cheer me 
Then ſpare not to enchant a faithful lover, b 
Whoſe thoughts and paſſion you, for r have 


known 


-* 
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So fervently devoted to your charms l. 
| © MATILDA. 

Lou know enough to know what I cou'd ſay; 
And feel enough to know what are my feelings. | 
Content with bis, preſs my fond heart no further 
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But tell me, how you like the charming counteſs ? 
Tho' ſhort your knowledge, in one tranſient day, 
To penetrate. the virtues of her heart. 
i" | DNS; MARQUIS, 
Enough that knowledge to diſcern her merit. 
To ſay ſhe s worthy my Matilda's friendſhip, 
Speaks all that eloquence cou'd ſay to praiſe her. 
© MATILDA, 
From longer intimacy you muſt learn 
Her high perfections.—In her noble ſoul 
A graceful fortitude, that dares all trial, 
Lives with a tenderneſs that's all her own. 
Nothing in her, in perſon or in mind, 
But greatly excellent, and greatly fair. 
Her beauty has a ſomething of divine ! 
A dignity, that ſhews all others mean, 
Was ever ſuch a majeſty of eye 
Such bright effulgence blended with ſuch ſoftneſs ! 
And thus her lofty ſoul ſuperior ſhines, 
Among the beſt and nobleſt of her ſex ! 
Attach'd from childhood, and allied by blood, 
My admiration till acquires new force; 
And while I love her /enderly, I feel 
þ An awe and wonder, mingled with affection!— 
| But looking all; and more al all, I've ſaid.- 
The lovely counteſs comes! 

(As Matilda is ſpeaking, the folding Doors of a 
| magnificent Saloon are thrown open, and the 
j ' | Count and C ounteſs, attended by Lapont, ad- 
| vance ee 1 them to the Front of Ilie Stage.) 


| | | oy” | Count. 


A TRAGEDY. 5 
COUNT. i 
My good Lapont, 
I pray you ſee that ev'ry thing's in order 
For my departure. 
LAPONT. 
All ſhall be prepared. [Exit. 
COUNTESS. 

Join me, my noble friends, join to perſuade 

My deareſt lord from quitting this fair mankion ! 
MATILDA. 

Quitting this manſion !--We had fondly hop'd 
That many happy weeks wou'd glide away, 
Before our friendly party knew diviſion ! 

COUNT. 

With grief of heart, alas! I'm forc'd to leave 
Theſe tranquil joys for hateful occupations. 
Hateful, alike, to friendſhip, and to love! 

COUNTESS. | 
Indeed, Montval, I cannot take it kind 
You thus deſert me ! | 
COUNT. | 
Why, my ſoul's delight, 
Why blame what hard neceſſity requires? 
£ COUNTESS. - 

What ſudden buſineſs, thus, ſhou'd force you back 
From theſe calm ſhades, to that detefted Paris? 
The ſeat of every vice and every crime! 

Why cannot letters, or ſome truſty agent ?— 
| cor. 

If it cou'd be if personal application, 

In the great cauſe, you know, I have in hand, 
Were not demanded—think you I wou'd leave 
Lock at your face reflected from that mirror,” 


Then 
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Then think if I ww:u'd leave thoſe heav'nly charms, 
For * of pleaſure that the world can give! 
COUNTESS. 
'Tis ever ſo !---Money's the bane of bliſs 
The baſe alloy of honor, duty, love. 
COUNT” /agitated. / 
Why ſpeak you bus ?——Has it corrupted me ?— 
But I will haſten to thy arms again, 
And recompence the languiſhings of abſence, _ 
On thy dear boſom ! 


COUNTESS. | 
Well! I am your wife: 

A poor weak woman; doom'd to acquieſce, 
By duty, as by nature,—— 
COUNT. 

Take it not fo, 
My beſt beloved |— Mine is the cruel taſk, 
Whoſe only earthy joy is in thy ſmiles. 
Your charming friend, and her deſerving marquis, 
Shall ſoothe your widow'd hours. 
MATILDA. , - * 
The lovely counteſs, 
Atall times, may command my ſervices ; 
The willing tribute of my juſt devotion. 
MARQUIS. TY 
And mine.—And if my pow 'r but 3 my will, 
Your abſence, count, tho not, perhaps, forgotten, 
Shall not awaken ſuch ſevere regret, 
To baniſh mirth, and frown the ſmiles away. 
| © COUNTESS. 
My noble friends, I know your gen'rous # hearts, 
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And have a full reliance on your kindneſs. 
Well, well! if you muſt go, I'll do my beſt 
To ſoften ſolitude till your return.— 
The proud anceſtral oaks that wave around 
This tow'ring caſtle ſhall aſſiſt my muſing. 
The awful rocks ſhall tempt my wand'ring feet, 
To viſit their receſſes ; and the torrents 
Shall deafen my complaints, as they ariſe. — 
But ere you go, allow, at leaſt, the time 
To viſit every corner of this manſion ; 
Its gloomy grandeur is in unifion 
With the ſad temper of my penſive mind. 

COUNT, {embarreſſed.) | 

At my return Time preſſes 
COUNTESS. 
Then old Blaiſe 

Shall be my guide thro' all its labyrinths. 


CON r. /earneſtly.) | 
Not ſo, my deareſt love Wait my return! 


I pray you wait Deny me not this pleaſure ! 
COUNTESS. | 
Nay, in the abſence of my honor'd lord, 
It were a ſcrutiny I ſhou'd little taſte. 
COUNT. 
My ſoul's beſt treaſure ! take, in this embrace. 
My ſtock of pleafure, till we meet again ! 
COUNTESS. 
8 the ſyrens of that hateful Paris ! 


I have a ſoul that cannot brook a rival, 
Nor cou'd deſcend to a degenerate huſband. 
My love goes only hand in hand with virtue; 


And 
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And tho' my heart ſhou'd burſt in the attempt, 
I'd tear it from the man I cou'd not honor! 
COUNT. | 
Ah! why this earneſtneſs? V ou cannot aut 
me! 
By this! and this ! I'm your's 
COUNTESS /embracing Bim). 
* My dear Montval! 
My heart can know no joy till your return 
[ Exit Count. 


I'm ſtrangely mov'd! 
MATILDA. 
I pray compoſe your ſpirits! 
Why /tou'd you take this journey thus to heart? 
Buſineſs an ſt ſometimes interfere with love : 
This tranſient abſence will increaſe your pleaſure, 
And zeſt affection, when the count returns. 
COUNTESS. 
O! my dear friend, my trembling heart aſſures me, 
It is too tender for my laſting peace, — 
WMou' d it were calmer 
MARQUIS. 
Say not fo, dear lady ! 
This ſenſibility ſo well becomes you, 
That it new luſtre gives to ex/ry charm. 
+ 252, +. | QOUNTISSS. | 
I know your gallantry, and feel your friendſhip. 
But weary as my ſoul was grown of Paris, 
And all its giddy round of diſſipation, 
I can't endure—when, at my earneſt ſuit, 
The count was bardly won to leave its magic, 
And viſit once again—with me=his bride= 


His 


A TRAGEDY. 


His native ſhades—I can't endure to ſee him, 
4 Ss thus to hurry back again,— 
MARQUIS. 
W urgent buſineſs calls him thither, 


Of great importance to your future ſtate ; 
Elſe were he much to blame.— 
COUNTESS. 
I know it not. 
I heard of no expreſs! I ſaw no letters! 
This ſudden recolle&ion does not pleaſe me, 
But two ſhort days have I enjoy'd him here 
(And thoſe have ſeen him reſtleſs, gloomy, abſent F 
1! whoſe fond hopes had pictur'd ſo much bliſs 
From this retreat, by nature form'd-to charm ; 
And which to him, if rightly turn'd his mind, 
Shou'd wake a thouſand; thouſand fond ideas, 
From time foregone, and fond habitual feelings J 
MATILDA. | 
No doubt the count, with equal pride and pleaſe; 
Will haſte to join you in his native caſtle, 
And wander, with the idol of his heart, 
Thro' the romantic ſcenery around. 
| MARQUIS. - 
Believe he will! He cannot be ſo cold, 
So ſlow of pulſe, amidſt his native ſhades, 
To feel no fervor, and expreſs no joy: 
Far different is the ardor of his mind. 
COUNTESS. 
You do him friendly juſtice—Die ti the thought x 
That wou'd debaſe him But, my noble fiiend, 
Can you inform me who is this Lapont? 


Eg a6m C MARQUIS. 
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MARQUIS. 
As 1 have heard, a tenant's orphan ſon, 
Who foſter'd by the hand of the late count, 


Took root within his boſom, - 


And made, from early youth, the humble friend, 


Ol your dear lord, now claims that honor'd title. 


COUNTESS. 
He looks unworthy of ſo high a place. 


His fair demeanour, and obſequious bendings, 4, 
Delight not me.—lI like more ſimple manners. 


Malignant meanings play about his lips; 


While, ever and anon, upon his brow, 
Buſhy and black, dark fraud and paſſions lour, 


Spite of his caution to conceal their workings. 


How like you him? 
MARQUIS. | 
Ign truth I know him not. 
Yet, I am free to think, and free to ſay, 
He never 'ſhou'd have been my choſen friend. 
| | COUNTESS. 
Nor ſhall be Montval's. —Nothing that's ignoble 

Shall win his confidence, or gain his ear, 


I can influence. But more of this 


As time ſhall ſerve. —To-you, without reſerve, 
I pour out the emotions of my ſoul. 
Enter BLArse. 
The Count of Colmar, madam, waits your preſence. 
COUNTESS. | 
I come, good Blaiſe. ¶ Exit BLArSE.) But ray i inform 
me, marquis, 
Who is this viſitor? 


MARQUIS» 


A TRAGEDY, 


MARQUIS. 
- The choſen friend 
Of the late count, and worthy well the title. 
- COUNTESS; 
Then go we to him, for I reverence age, 
When dignified with honorable virtues. 


PV ? 


[ Exeunt, 


SCEN E— Changes to tbe great gotbie Hall of the Caftle. 


Enter the Count * Lavonr, in bye CO 


COUNT. 
My good Lapont, remember what I've ſaid! 
You know its conſequence. 


LAPONT. 
Count, do not doubt me! 


* 


W ſtake is great as your's. But now the money.— 


I have an urgent purpoſe for that ſum, 
COUNT. 

- How can that be, Laponr? Ir is not long 
Since you receiv'd a liberal ſupply. 
Retain'd, ahd almoſt maſter in this caſtle, 
What preſſing wants —— 

83338 

Aff you, my lord, what wants? - 
Have I not paſſions, think you, like your own, 
That tall, and Jondly too, for ratification ? 
Shall I, fot ever, eat dependent bread? 


"7 
* 
. 1 


Nor while your power with your li life remains, 


Lay up ſome ſtor e, for my declining g years? 
x _ -” - 


- 
Is Ts 


You gueſs my meaning ſet my heart at reſt, 
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COUNT, 
Nay, my good friend, this heat becomes you not ! 
There is the money; giv'n with free good-will; 
Tho), think not, if an earthly tomb awaits me, 
That I ſhou'd leave thy fortunes deſtitute ! 
| LAPONT. 
I dare not run the hazard. 


COUNT. 
Dare not run! 
| LAPONT. 
Come, come, my lord, we know each other well. 
But on ſuch knowledge grows not confidence. 
As far as mutual ſecrets may affect 
Our mutual ſafety, we may truſt each other. 
COUNT, 
ce The villain!” (aid?) Well, Lapont, no more of this. 
What have ] done to waken ſuch ſuſpicion? 


My gen'rous kindneſs merits better thoughts. 


But I muſt go. This houſe to me is hateful, 
Tho' it contains the object I adore,— 

| LAPONT. 

Why did you come, then, if your timid heart, 
Relax'd of nerve, ſtarts at its own emotions, 
And dares to do, what it not dares to think of? 
Have you guite loft the firmneſs of your temper ? 

COUNT, 

I ſcorn my abject ſoul, yet can't command it; 
Deride its childiſh fears, yet feel them till : 
Abſent from hence, I never know theſe terrors ; 
Nor here ſpbou'd know them, if but one event 


LAPONT., 
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LAPONT. 

"Tis: marvellous it happen'd not long ſince ! 
But it muſt happen ſoon. Why, then, meanwhile, 
I/hy came you hither, to diſturb your peace, 
And wake the ſleeping torment in your boſom ? 

| COUNT. 
The counteſs, whom I worſhip—for did ever 
Such grace and beauty meet thy dazzled eyes ?— 
The counteſs wou'd not be denied this boon. 
Romantic, ardent, viſionary, fond, 
She ſigh'd to quit the gay and ſplendid world, 
And wander with me, thro' my native ſhades; 
Seeing her bent, paſt hope, to quit the court, 
I preſs'd a viſit to the duke her father, 
And feign'd a ſtrong deſire to ſee his caſtle, 
Fam'd for its grandeur, and its wide domain. 
> LAPONT. . 

Feign'd a defire, where you may well c:;mmand ? 
What, does a woman govern thus your reafon, 
And lead her puppet as her fancy leads ? 

For ſhame : for ſhame remember you're a man! 


' COUNT. | 
Form'd to command, and captivate all hearts, 


I own, her talents, aided by her charms, 

Make me a ready flave to all her wiſhes: 

What once has got poſſeſſion of her. mind, 

She follows with ſuch fervency of paſſion, 

As cannot brook controul.—Here, then, ſhe #s ; 
But here, tho” ſick at heart, to tear me from her, 
The world ſhou'd not induce my longer ſtay ! 


She 


2 * 
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She ſoon ſhall follow me:] will contrive 

To draw her back, by ſome pretence, to Paris, 

While ſhe is here, I ſhall not know repoſe. 

| There are the keys; and never may theſe bands 

| Feel their cold 7ouch, or know their office more 

[Throws down @ bunch of keys on a table, and exit 

haſtily; Lapowr as baſtily following and calling 
after him, leaving th: keys bebind— | 

Stay, count !—I muſt intreat ſome private converſe, . 

On matters of great moment, ere we part /— 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. 


SCENE TI. 


A magnificent Apartment, where the COUuNTESs, 
the MaRqQu1s, the COUNT OF COLMAR, and 
MarII DA, appear conver/ing. 


COUNTESS. 


I LOVE to hear theſe tales of former days, 
Which move the mind to uſeful retroſpection, 
And ſeem to give it new and longer being. 
Your rev'rence for my Albert's noble father, ' 
Delights my ſoul. —Yaur zeal proclaims his worth. 
COUNT OF COLMAR. 
It was tranſcendent! For his noble mind, 
| Gen'rous as kind, to all around diffus d 
Unnumber'd bleſſings To the rich, and poor, 
His gates and hand and heart were ever open, 
With courteous dignity, and temper'd ſtate; 
That mix'd with liberal plenty, wile expence; 
Invited eaſe, and yet inſpir'd reſpect; 
Allur'd to mirth, yet 'baniſh'd noiſy riot. 
He was, what great men ſbou' d be; what, alas! 
I knew, but never hope to know again 


cou NTESS. 
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COUNTESS. 
I wonder, Montval, with the nat'ral pride 
A ſon ſhou'd feel, offspring of ſuch a father 
I wonder that his tongue ſhou'd not be laviſh 
On ſuch a theme If I am not miſtaken, 
He loſt his noble mother when a child. 
He did: and great the loſs! for ne'er was beauty 


Inform'd with clearer ſenſe, or ſweeter temper, 
Or deck'd and dignified by higher virtue. 


' COUNTESS. 
I ſhou'd not grieve that ſhe has long been dead: 
My. poor deſerts wou'd but have been a foil 
To her endowments. 
PD 


O that ſhe had liv'd, 
She and the count, to ſee theiy only ſon 
Mated, with beauty, fortune, virtue, birth, 
Beyond their higheſt hopes! | 
10% ' COUNTESS. 
Fou overrate, © 
With the warm impulſe of a noble mind, 
My humble merits : but inform me, count, 
For in his abſence he muſt be my theme 
Did never any difference ariſe, | 
uch as, too oft” has ris'n *twixt youth, and age 
Between my Albert, and his noble father ? 
. - © COLMAR, | 
Nothing of moment :—nought, I truſt, that leſt 
Ranklibg rememb'rance.— Strict, himſelf, of morals, — 
Tho' liberal, not profuſe—perhaps he thought 
His 
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His ſon's firſt burſt of manhood rather wild, 
And his expence beyond the bounds of prudence ; 
This, lady, I have heard, but this was all; 
For never doating parent felt more pride 
In a ſon's talents, and his manly grace, 
Than felt the count in your accompliſh'd lord's, 
COUNTESS. 
"Thanks, noble fir, for gratifying thus 
The fond enquiries of a curious woman; 
Curious to ev'ry, ev'n the leaſt concern, 
Of him ſhe loves. Marquis, cu alſo Know 
My Albert s father ? 


MARQUIS 
Late, tho” long enough 


To ſee, and feel his worth. Some ſix years ſince, 
Upon a viſit to a noble kinſman, 
I often found admittance in this caſtle, 
And learnt. to love, and to revere its lord, 
| MATILDA. 

But, 3 my dear counteſs, you forget your purpoſe 
To viſit the fair terrace, whence the view 
Of Alps on Alps, ſhining with all their ſnows, 
'O'er the dark foreſt of the tow'ring pines, 
At once delights and elevates the ſoul.— 

COUNTESS, 

'Tis well remember'd ; and the weſtern ſun 
Muſt, at this moment, pour a golden blaze 
On their white ſummits, and their lofty rocks, 
Dear count, your arm.—Marquis, you'll ſhew the way, 
And lead Matilda to her favorite ſeat, 

| D - [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE II. 


The great Hall, where enter BLAITSsE and TERESA, 
| os TERESA. 
You tell me wonders, I can hardly credit ! 
Can you believe the chambers you have mention'd 
Are really hatmted ?— 
BLAISE. 
'Tis a ſerious truth, — 
Certain it is, that ere my preſent lord 
Forbade acceſs to thoſe; and other rooms, 
Certain it is, ſtrange noiſes oft' were heard | 
At dead of night: deep groans, and creaking doors; 
And hurrying ſteps, and hollow ene ee — 
„ TERESA. 
0! ! let me never paſs within the view 
Of thoſe apartments I ſhould die with fear 
If I bur heard the groans!—Hark !—What was that? 
T hat ruſtling ſound, along the vaulted roof ? 
BLAISE. 
Nought but your fancy; or the ruſhing wind 
Againſt the gothic caſements of the hall. of 
' TERESA.” 
Are the apartments very far from hence? 


Quite at th' other extremity of the calliby 


= The old count lov'd them for their os 


* TERESA. 
Thank Heav'n! or I ſhou'd tremble at my ſhadow. 
But 
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But nou the troubled ſpirit is at reſt ? 
No midnight noiſes now ? 
BLAISE. 
Yes, ſtill, by night, 
At times. I've heard the ſound of paſling feet 

And creaking hinges ;—But the groans have long, 

Long ceas'd. 4 
TERESA. | 
The ſpirit, then, has not appear d? 
BLAJSE. 

Never :-—nor ſince my maſter kept the keys 
Of thoſe apartments, have the groans been heard: 
For when the rumour once had reach'd his ear, 
Of midnight noiſes and a walking ghoſt, 

He gave ſtrict charge that no domeſtic more, 

Or paſſing gueſt, ſhould ſleep within hat wing: 

Then ſhut it up, and keeps it from all notice, — 
TERESA. 

Think you my lord believes the rooms are haunted? 

I know not that; but vaſt as is the. manſion, 
He never felt the want of thoſe apartments, 

And did not like report ſhould circulate 

The wond'rous ſtory of his haunted caſtle ; - 

To frighten ſome, to move the jeſt of others, 

And draw a curious gaping crowd around, 

To watch for ſpirits, and diſturb his peace. 

And who can blame him for the wiſe precaution ? 
i | TERBSA, 45 

What wou'd my noble lady give to ſee 
Thoſe haunted rooms !—T've often heard her talk 

D 2 of 
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Of dreadful things, and ſupernatural beings ! 
She thinks /uch may appear, but fears them not. 
] never knew a lady of ſuch courage 
| BLAISE. 5 
Without the keys ſhe cannot enter them. — 
Nor has my maſter ever ſhewn them ſince.— 
Nothing wou'd more offend him than to mention 
So ſtrange a tale. 1 
TERESA. 
Well, Blaiſe, another time 
* You'll tell me more; I now muſt ſeck my lady.— 
(As ſhe paſſes by the table fees and takes up the 
keys, left by the Count. ) 
What keys are theſe ? 
BLAISE. 
Three large ones, and a leſs ! 
I know the larger lead to thoſe apartments 
I told you of, The leſſer one I know not: 
The count, in haſte to go, has left them here. 
TERESA, 
I'm glad his caution has been once aſleep ; 
I will convey them to my noble miſtreſs, 
And tell her all the marvels they ſecure, — 
Adieu! good Blaiſe. 
£5 8 BLAISE. 
My dear Tereſa ſtay !— 
Truſt them to me At would diſpleaſe my lord 
If any hint of what I've told were giv'n. 
The counteſs ought from him to hear the ſtory, 
When he ſhall judge it proper to entruſt her, 


It 
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It is not fit for us to interfere 
Inſuch concerns as theſe! 
"TERESA. | 
| Nay, nay, good friend, 
If he has hitherto ne'er truſted r 
To keep theſe keys, 'tis odds but he wou'd m 
My lady guarded them till his return. 
BLAISE, 
If not to me, entruſt them to Lapont ; 
The count in bim has perfect confidence. 
TERESA. 
Think you TLapont i is truſted like my lady ! 
To her the doating count has ſtill reveal'd 
His inmoſt thoughts, —He loves her with ſuch paſ- 
ſion, 5 
And finds his tenderneſs ſo well return'd, 
That were his life and honor bo/h at ſtake, 
To her, with free and fearleſs confidence, 
Wou'd both be truſted. —Reſt aſſur d of this. 
IASB. 

Enough: you ought to know their humours beſt, 
But yet my heart miſgives me that ſome trouble 
Will ſurely ſpring from theſe forgotten keys. 

TERESA, | 
Fear nothing ! I will fave you free from blame, 
BLAISE. | 
J was to blame for tattling thus about them. 
[Exit one way, and Blaiſe the other, who paſſes 


Lapont hurrying back. 


Enter 
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Enter LAPONT in great Agitation, 


LAPONT. 
Where are theſe villanous keys? He left them Bere. 


He /urely did —accurſed be my haſte 

Not to ſecure them, ere I followed him ! 
Perhaps old Blaiſe has found them, —Tf 'tis fo, 
I'll watch and ſound him well, but I will have em. 
Yet ſtill, Lapont, beware of anxious queſtions, — 
Such wou*d betray an earneſtneſs about them, 
Might lead to curious ſearch, and hat to ruin. 
144 But yet ſome prudent means muſt be contriv'd 
Io get them back Tis of the laſt i importance 
1 | To me, the count, and to our mutual ſafety ! 

uy | This haughty beauty, overaws my ſoul. 

I dare not face the ardors of her eye ; 

It looks a ſcorn I cannot brook, nor bear. 

I dread her empire o'er her doating huſband; 
And if I cannot hate it, ſoon will ſeize 

Some lucky moment to ſecure my fortune, 

Then leave this caſtle, and its hated owners, 


[ Exit, 


Enter the Mazevis, and MATILDA, 
MARQUIS. 
Repoſe yourſelf! | theſe fervent weſtern rays. 
Have overpower'd you with oppreſſive heat. 


MATILDA. 
Thanks to your kindneſs ! I am much relfev'd, 


And always moſt delighted to receive, 


— For 
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For prudiſh forms were idle with me now,— 
Repeated proofs of your unvarying love. 
« MARQUIS. 

« Generous Matilda! Cou'd my paſſion cool, 

© This noble candor wou'd awake its warmth. 
% MATILDA. 
Thus - with this pure, with this ingenuous ardor 
te Thus let us ever act, and ever love!“ | 
But I am pleas'd the counteſs did not mark, 
Held in cloſe converſe by her noble gueſt, — 
Our quick retreat.—* I know ſhe's never weary 
© Exploring ſuch tare ſcenes as nature here, 
« Exulting, offers the enchanted eye : 
« Sublime, as various; beautiful, as wild!“ 
MRS. 

She is a lovely, and a noble creature 
ce I never ſaw ſuch ſpirit, and ſuch foftneſs, 
te So high a mind, with ſo much courteſy; 
« Such lofty manners, with ſuch winning grace!“ 
I truſt the count will merit the rare bleſſing 
Which fortune has beſtow'd, in ſuch a wife. 
How did he win her? For ſhe came upon us 
Before you told me half I wiſh'd to know 
Of ſuch a woman, and your choſen friend ? 

| MATILDA. 

In a few words; by ardent perſeverance, 
His various talents, and his manly grace. . 
Yet, charming as he is, methinks the counteſs 
Eclipſes him, with her ſuperior luſtre. 


_ MARQU1s. 
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MARQUIS. 

Her rank and fortune, too, as I have heard, 
Surpaſs'd his own,—But abſent, long, from France, 
And late return'd to peace and joy and love, 

From all the dangers of the diſtant war, 

I know but little of events at home. 

: MATILDA. 

Sole heireſs of the houſe of duke Pontac, 

Her riches, birth, and wond'rous excellence, 

Made her a match for many a ſov'reign prince. 

Such woo'd her; but magnanimous of ſoul, 

« Unſway'd by.intereſt, or by vanity,” 

She wou'd not marry, whom ſhe cou'd not love, 
MARQUIS. 

Her houſe | is of the nobleſt France con boaſt, 
Which makes me wonder, — tho' the count himſelf 
Bears a fair name, and owns an ample fortune,. — 
That her proud father wou'd conſent her hand 
Shou'd honour any, but of princely blood !— 

MATILDA, 

You know-not how he doats upon his daughter: 
When ſhe aſſur'd him, —for her gen'rous ſoul, 
Knows no diſguiſe, - that to Montval alone 
Her heart cou'd be preſented with her hand, 
Tho' ſomewhar loth, he gave his ſlow conſent, 
Sanction'd her paſſion, and approv'd her choice. 
And as ſhe ne ver knows a lukewarm feeling, 
Never was man more ardently belov'd.— 
| | MARQUIS. 

Fortunate count! O! may his ſoul catch fire 


At her bright flame, and emulate her virtue 
MATILDA, 
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MATILDA. 

You ſeem to ſpeak as ſomewhat Joubtfal of him! 
Have you heard aught that might impeach bis worth ! 
MARQUIS. 

I truſt he is reform'd ; but well remember 
When cloſely link'd with the gay profligates | 
Which are at once, the ſcourge, and ſhame of Paris, 
He plung'd, with bem, in all the wild exceſs, _ 
And all the follies of that ſplendid city 

MATILDA. | | 

I hope his riper years have ſeen the error. 

MARQUIS. 

I hope they have; for graver manners mark d 
His public conduct, ere he knew the counteſs, 
And better maxims ſeem'd to take the lead 
Of ſenſeleſs ſquand'ring, and deſtructive vice. 

| MATILDA. 1 

I grieve to hear he was their votary ? 

Ah! never ! never! may his noble bride 

Know that his reputation ſuffer'd blemiſh ' 

From vice, and follies, which her ſpotleſs heart 

Wou'd mourn cou d taint the object of its love. 
MARQUIS, 

Be not diſquieted ! for once renounc'd, 
Vice ſhews too hateful to allure us back, 

And too repulſive, to ſeduce us more 
But the day wanes.— The counteſs ſoon will join us; 


Then let us enter, and await her preſence,— 
TINS [ Exeunt, 


E Enter 
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Emer Lapont, and Blaiſe. 
© LAPONT. 
So honeſt Blaiſe, you think your maſter's choice, 
— That lofty counteſs, with her lofty ſcorn— 
Does honour to his wiſdom, and his taſte? 


BLAISE. 
Who can think otherwiſe, that fees her charms, 


And knows my lady's virtue, wealth, and birth ? 
| LAPONT. 
Well, 1 confeſs all bis: but then hes ſpirit, | 
Her ſpirit Blaiſe, may try thy maſter's temper | 
She looks as if enamour'd of diſdain, 
And ſhews a diſtance to his old dependents, 
— Moſt feelingly 1 ſpeak !—as if ſhe ſcorn'd 
To notice any, but of noble} blood,— 
I wou'd not ſuch a ſpirit in wife! 
als. 147 
To me ſhe ſhews no ſymptom. of diſdain; 
But is moſt gentle, kind, and condeſcending. 
LAP r. 
That's mere caprice; for thou ſhalt feel, ere long, 
Her haughty temper, and imperious ſcorn, _ 
But now I think on't, haſt thou found ſome keys 
The count, forgetful, left upon his table ? 
He bade me ſeek them, as in ready talk, 
He on me to his coach, | 
BLAISE. 
I have them not. 


LAPONT., 


ATRAGEDT. 
LAPONT. 
Nay ! ww this ſounds ſo like „ 
* * who has ? or, did you ſee them here ? 
BLAISE. 
mo! not tell you all I ſee and know, 
LAPONT. 

Granted my friend. But yet methinks this anſwer, 
Night vex the count,—Y ou know his haſty temper, 
And know his value for the keys in queſtion, 4 | 
Which he has only truſted to my care. 8 N 
It matters not to me. IR 

BLAISE, 
To ſpeak the truth, 
My lady's favou'rite woman found them here, 
And ſaid he'd, ſtraightway, give them to her miſtreſs. 
LAPONT /agitated.) 

Give them the counteſs run and ſtop her Blaiſe! | 
But—yet—no matter ( afide ) « for ſhe knows them not, 
« Nor dreams of what importance” tis no matter, — 
The keys are little worth; altho' the count, 

For reaſons thou haſt heard, of ghoſts, and groans, 
And ſuch ridiculous, and idle tales, 
Chuſes to have them in his own poſſeſſion. 
= BLAISE. = 
And foI told pu 
LAPONT (agitated. J. | 
| So you fold her! 
Can nothing ever ſtop thy buſy tongue? 
How dare you thus reveal!—But never mind, 
W hat care's thy maſter for the filly rumours. 
| E 2 Yet, 


, 


7-7 wou'd have interfer'd to ) ſpoil their marraige. 


28 THE CASTLE OF MONTVAL, 


Yet, won d thou had'ſt been filent !/—Go and call 
Young Ambroſe hither. —T've a meſſage for him 
Sent from the count, which 1 had near forgotten. 
[ Exit, Blaiſe. 
I muſt be quick! Deſtruction ſeize them all! EW 
[ Takes pen, ink, and paper out 
| . . of his pocket, and writes. 
So—So—tis well—this, ſure muſt call him back 
With eager haſte— 
( Ambreſe enters.) 
FR hither my good lad; 
Clap on thy ſpurs : ſaddle the fleeteſt horſe 
Thy maſter owns, and gallop after him 
With thy beſt ſpeed. —Ir ſhall be well rewarded! 
Waking or ſleeping ſay thou com'ſt from me, 
And give this letter to his hand alone, — 


| AMBROSE. 
« Your pleaſure ſhall be done. I know the road, 
« And can 0 ertake the Count ere one o'clock, 
| Exit Ambroſe. 
| LAPONT. | 
Ah! might he meet my wiſh, he now were herr? 
I'll ſtrive to watch the counteſs, till he comes, 
And counteract the miſery I dread,— 
Cou'd I invent ſome pretext might induce her - 
To follew her loy? d lord !—Yes,—that were well, 


Curſe on his tenderneſs l. had I been by, 


Or had I once ſuſpected her proud nature, 


- But 


a 


—_ 
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But cou'd I meet Tereſa ere ſbe enters, 

Much trouble and much terror might be ſpar'd. 
Curſe on thoſe keys? - guarded with ſo much care, 
Recover'd once, they ne'er ſhall ſcape me more; 
Or if they hond, they ſhall not then betray me. 


ai. 
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With ſo much kindneſs ! 
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„AT UL 
SCENE I—The Great Hall. Enter the CounTrss. 


and the Count of Colmars. 


COUNTESS, 


Tempted by all the beauties of the ſeene, 


Which caught new graces from the ſetting ſun, 


I thought not 'twas ſo late. 
COUNT. 
"Tis cloſe of day. 
COUNTESS, 

So long ſhut up in all the ſmoke of Paris, 
Loathing its noiſe, but more its hurrying lite, 
Where ev'ry moment's filPd, yet little done, 
« By feeling hallow'd, or approv'd by reaſon;“ 
Theſe balmy breezes, whiſp'ring health and peace, 
And the ſoft calm that ſteals upon the ſoul, 
Turning its thoughts to meditations bigh, 

And converſe ſweet, made me forget the hour. 
I hope the dews will not affect your health? 
COUNT. 

By choice, accuſtom'd to a country life, 

My nerves are ſtrung to every change of ſeaſon, 
And brave, alike, the noon and midnight air. 
You are too good to think of an old man 


Covn- 
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COUNTESS. | 
Ven'rable yourſelf, 
Were you not Alberts father's choſen friend: 
And can my heart be cold to fach a claim? 
COUNT. 

Your  approbation charms, and hotioniy me. 
But now 'tis time to thank your courteſy, | 
And take my leave. 

COUNTESS. 
What, at fo late an hour! 
We quarrel if to-night you quit the caſtle. 
COUNT. 

What ſhall I ſay? Commanding every heart, 
Mine bends before you, and obeys your pow'r. 
But, with your leave, I muſt diſpatch my ſervant, 
T'inform my wife and daughter of my purpoſe, 
Leſt they expect and wait my late return. 

COUNTESS; 

At your good pleaſure, fir. 

-[ Exit Count of Colmar. 
[Counteſs calls out Ho! call Terefa! 


Enter TrRISA. 
| TERESA. 
O! my dear lady! I have heard ſuch things! 
| COUNTESS. 
What things, Tereſa What new fable now 
Excites thy wonder, and awakes thy fear ? 
TERESA. 


. Look, madam, at theſe keys Blaiſe fs wy | 


open 
The haunted rooms nol v4 + 
COUN= 
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. COUNTESS. - 
Lou rave What en rooms? 
| | TERESA. 

Where a wild ſpirit: walks, and groans by night; ; 
And rattles chains and locks, and ſhakes the doors ! 

- © COUNTESS. 

' Doſt thai not dream ? What idle tale is this ? 
Give me the keys—How came they in your hands? 
And what unknown apartments do they open? 

Lace g TERESA. 
The good old count's: he died in one of them. 
| | COUNTESS. 

And what of that? Somewhere we all muſt die. 
Is this a reaſon why the rooms are haunted ? 

TERESA, | 
Indeed, my lady, it is very true ! 
Theſe dreadful noiſes, and theſe groans were heard, 
And ever fince the rooms have been lock'd up, 
And the count keeps the keys himſelf. 
COUNTESS. 
The. count ! 
TERESA, 

Yes, madam : nor has any perſon ſince, 

* himſelf, preſum'd to enter them. 


> COUNTESS. 
Then by what means have you procur'd the 
Mr 
TERESA. 


As bo was talking, madam, in the hall, 

With good old Blaiſe, I found them on the table: 

He told me what they open'd : and the count, 

By ſome ſtrange chance, muſt have forgotten them, 
| In 
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In hurry to depart; for till that hour 
Kept with the greateſt caution— 
| COUNTESS (interrupting her ). 

You may go. 
Let not this fooliſh tale efcape your lips, 
Nor proftitute my Montval's honour'd name, 
By bringing it in proof of ſuch romance! 
Deſire my friends wou'd ſup, nor wait my coming. 


[ Exit Tereſa. 


I'm loſt in wonder What can all this mean ? 
But I will know if I have ſeen theſe rooms: 
Perhaps I have, unconſcious of their fame. 

No, no! the caſtle's vaſt and intricate, 

And if ſome myſt'ry hangs o'er theſe apartments, 
The count had mention'd it while ſhewing them. 
Ha! I remember now, before we parted, 


He anxious ſeem'd that I ſhould wait his preſence, 


To wind th' entire lab'rinth of his caſtle !— 
I hate concealments !--- They alarm and wound me, 
From him, to whom, without diſguiſe, my heart 
Is always open, and ſhou'd know, alike, 
The ſecret thoughts and foldings of his own ! 
Before the night is paſt, I'll ſee theſe chambers * 
Thinking no ill, I fear none. Innocence 
Is the beſt buekler, and the ſureſt guard | 
'Midſt every danger, and for every fear. 

( As ſhe is going out, meets Lapont.) 
A word, Lapont Say, did you ſee my lord 
After he left me to proceed to Pari? 
| | F U 3 LAPONT. 
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LAPONT. ' - | ö 
Yes, madam. | 
COUNTESS. 
Did he ſend me any meſſage ? 
LAPONT. 


4 None, lady, but his love and deep 1 
| | To be, ſo ſoon, divided from your arms. 
| But though he ſent no meſſage, he expreſs'd 
| = An earneſt wiſh that you wou'd follow him, 
|| A s long this buſineſs might demand his abſence, 
1 © © COUNTESS. 
1 Long might demand !---He ſaid not ſo to me ! 
| LAPONT. 
1 Madam, if I may counſel— 
| | COUNTESS [haughtily interrupting Kim}. 
Lou may counſel! | 
Pray know yourſelf, Lapont-!---I always make 
My equals, or my heart, my counſellors, 
In the nice points of duty, or of Jove. 
My noble gueſts may offer their advice; 
But you preſume in giving, till I aſk it. 


— 
K > 


— —— — - 


— — — — — vx ono oa — 


= — 
— — — 
— 


[Extt. 
| LAPONT. _ Mic 

School'd and contemn'd ! confuſion on her pride !--- 

Yet, high as ſhe may think herſelf above me, 

And far beyond my puny pow'r to touch her, 

I yet may reach, and daunt her tow'ring ſoul! 

1 wou'd almoſt riſk my life to humble her !--- 

Too well, before, I mark'd her ſcornful eye; 

It ſeem'd to penetrate my inmoſt foul !--- 

But tho? her pride has cut me to the quick, 


I joy 


ATRAC. 35 


I joy to think ſhe harbours no ſuſpicion 

About the keys, and their important truſt, 

All, then, is yet ſecure !---Cou'd I but meet 
Her fav'rite woman, whoſe unguarded tongue 
Tells all its knows, and whoſe unbounded fears 
Dread ev'ty paſſing ſound, much might be done! 
But, to my wiſh, ſhe comes! | 


114 1 Enter TæRESA, haſtil;. 


Why, thus, in haſte ?. 
My terrors brought me here? 
What cauſes them? 
_ Why fits pale fear upon thy lovely brow, 
Like clouds that intercept the chearful-day, 
Obſcuring all its charms? . 
| TERESA... 
You flatter, fir; 
But I have cauſe, and cauſe enough | for Oar, 
LAPONT. 

What cauſe, my fair one? Whiſper it to me 
You know not, yet, your influence o'er my heart, 
Which cannot, taſte content, while you are fad. 

| TERESA. - 

O! you have, doubtleſs, heard the horrid tale, 
Of midnight noiſes, and the haunted rooms ? 

© LaPovr. 

What! has imprudent Blaiſe betray'd the ſ.cret 
---For only he and I are privy to 1t--- 

The count has guarded with ſuch jealous care? 
5 That 
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That garrulous old fool muſt ſtill be talking, 
And only death can ſtop his buſy tongue 
No doubt he told you ev'ry circumſtance £ 


TERESA, 
He did ! he did! And I ſhall die with fear, 


If forc'd to wind the-long dark galleries, 
Without one friend to hear or comfort me! 
*  LAPONT. FEE 

[ll be that friend, if you will take my counſel, 
Beware you mention not this mary'llous ſtory 
Among the ſervants! Twou'd offend the count, 
And loſe his favour But, ful more beware 
Not to be prying for the troubled ſpirit) 
Once I but tried to open the apartment, 
Daringly curious! where it nightly walks, 
Groaning, and clanking chains, and ſpouting, fire, 
When ſuddenly my Rand received a ſhock, 
And then my heart, which long as life remains 
I ſhall remember! Heav'n forbid the hand 
Which took ſome keys were left upon this table 
Shou'd open with them the myſterious chambers! 

+, , TERESA. 

| Unhappy wretch! O! heav'n have mercy on ner 
Why did 1 take thoſe unknown fatal keys, 
And then deliver them to my dear lady? 

LAPONT (aghaf!). , 
| What! has the counteſs got the fatal keys? 


TERESA. 
She bag She ha 1s {—'Twas 1 who gave them her! 


LAPONT {eagerly}. 


And did you talk to her about the gbolt? 


TERESA, 


er! 


And if ſhe loves him, the Will ſhun his anger 


But in \ the morning ſhe'll not fail to view them. 
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een, 
0 — Alas! 1 told Her every oa! 


hiv he. 
What did the fay f I 
101942 4 (ppm 111 "27 010M: 
She treated it with Werd) 1 
And if we can't perſuade her from her 1 
Her dauntleſs foul; which mocks my. prudedt fears, 
Will ſurely tempt her to her own deſtruction? * 
12 ol Lau bmomeb e 0 Wh 
Prevail with her to wait the count's return: 
She knows his fondneſs can deny her nothing; 


By circulating, once again, the tale 
His better judgment took fuch pains to filence : : 
But ſhou'd your warning voice be difregarded, 


Think you ſhe H dare to emer thoſe apartments 
Even by 1 ? | 


* 


1 


TERESA. 


Nee bee not by . 


Pray you, good ſir, attend me to the room 
Where fit the ladies women! - 
4 a LAPONT. 
I Will guard you. m_ 
Make the your confident, whatever befalls, 
And it may ſave you from ſome dire misfortune ! 
{x07 oH [ses out with her, but ſoon returns. 
This proud and daring woman ſhakes my ſoul ! 
She curbs my power, and baffles all my art. 
What can be done? I dread her d deep diſcerament ! 


If 


3 0 ” * 
1 74 9 l 


1 
X | | # 
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Tf ſhe explores the chambers, I am loſt ! 
Yet, ſhe may ſearch, and ſearch, and not diſcover —, 
There lies ſome comfort | Let her pauſe to-night, 
And I'll defy her prying ſpirit after. 

To-morrow's early dawn will bring the count, 
And then I earneſtly will urge a meaſure 
Shall bid good - night, for ever, to our fears. 

If he deny me, he muſt ſtand the trial, 
But ſtand alone; for I'll abandon him 
To all the ſhame and ow of his fate, 


| Exit. 
| . SCENE—Changes to the Saloon. 
Where. appear the Count of CoLMaR, the A and 
MarIID A. 
MATILDA. TT 


I fear the counteſs has fatigued herſelf, 
Did you not mark her heavy alter'd eye? 
COUNT. ; 
I id: but more there ſeem'd to me of thought, 
Of careful thought, in her r A 
Than wearineſs. 
MAROUIS. | 
I own, I think with — 
A ſomething ſurely preſſes on her mind, 
To cauſe this ſudden change.—When ſhe return'd 
Was ſhe thus abſent, and abſorbed in thought? 
COUNT. 


: Quite the reverſe ! Her walk had giv 'n her ſpirits : 
Enchanted with the glories of the ſcene, 


Her pure and animated heart expanded 
At feeling, once again, the country's freedom, 


And all the charms of renovated nature. 
' MARQUIS; 
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MARQUIS. | 

The dullneſs, and the lour of little minds, 

Like the thin clouds that fleet before the breeze, 
Affect me not: but when ſuperior ſouls 
Turn inwards on themſelves, with ſuch deep muſi Ing, 
The cauſe is weighty, and I dread th' event. 

COUNT. 

Take it not thus! We all have ſerious hours, 
Which oft” depend on thoughts we can't command, 
Born of thoſe exquiſite nerves, whoſe finer tones 
Diſcordant thrill, we know not how or why. 

MATILDA, i 
' Yet mov'd without a cauſe, I never knew her, 
Free as ſhe is from vapours or caprice, 
And of a temper even, firm, and chearful, 
Profoundly touch'd ſhe very rarely is; 
And never, but to ſome important purpoſe. 
' MARQUIS. 

My dear Matilda, do not be alarm'd ! 
T truſt your love, and not your judgment, conſtrues 
A ſerious manner into ſerious care. 

„Remember too, that her dear lord is abſent; 

« For the firſt time, divided from her arms! 
This, to a heart ſo finely ſtrung as her's, 

« Is cauſe enough to give her penfive moments.”- 

MATILDA. | 

Alas! I fear, there is ſome other cauſe ; 


T ho whence it cou'd ariſe J cannot gueſs. 


MARQUIS, 
Andi is there need of other for her ſadneſs? 
From the warm temper of your tender heart, 
Which, form'd for pureſt love, but light eſteems 
Its 
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- 


Its own peculiar joys—with pride I ſpeak— 
When parted from the object of its choice 
From your own. heart, judge truly of your friend. 
ue 1011 e , od: 0g: 
& Your kind and generous nature, well [ know, 
« Would guard my timid ſoul from ey'ry care. 
* But yet, remember, Your. own fears erewhile ! 
1171) or  MARRUSY | 
1 —— Thoſe fears, were premature. Be fatighed . 
15 Nothing but Montval's abſence, reſt aſſur »Y | 
Has clouded « over the fair countels' brow.” \ yu 
MATILDA, i 
Pray heav'n it þef ſo But the count  camtll us, 
From his long intimacy in the caſtle, | 
What is the charaQter of this Japont. SOM 


1 


* | 


The counteſs likes him note —— Fl ue EN 
loan |;  £QUNT. 7 4 by 3-75 bak 
She ſhews her judgment. 


His ſoul a compound is of. art and vice: 
Before his death, my friend diſcarded him Th 
For poiſoning the morals of his ſon, 
By his bafe counſelg.—Vile ingratitu lde! 
For all the honors, and the fayors done him l. g 
And, I confeſs, it touches me with wonder, 
And, Imaꝝ add, with grief, to ſee the ſon, 
Th' accompliſh'd ſon gf ſuch, a matchleſs father 
re Wer with — him! 


' MATILDA: 
No dies that my friend, ſo pure berſeif, 


Should feel repulſion at the wretch's preſence,” 
O if the count reſpects her as he ought, { 
He will abandon. —But the counteſs comes.— 


* * 
614 


* 
* 


— 
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Enter the Cour ESS. 


You'll pardon me, my friends, this little abſence. 
To-morrow ſhall atone for my omiſſions. 
With you I ſhall be under no reſtraint. 
How wears the night ? 


COUNT, 
Tis a late hour for ſober folks like me. 


COUNTESS. 
After our walk, we all muſt wiſh to reſt ; 
And ſweet the ſleep that waits on exerciſe ! - 
May it be your's, my friends, and ſo good-night ! 
Bring in the lights ! 
[Servants attend with lights.] 
Attend my noble gueſts 
Unto their ſeveral chambers !=Nay! no form! 


MARQUIS. MATILDA. COUNT. 
Fair be your dreams - Adieu !—Lady, good night 
[ Exeunt. 


| COUNTESS. 

That's as it may be !—As the ſpectre wills, 
Which haunts my fancy in a thouſand ſhapes, 
And will not quit my troubled ſoul one inſtant 
f I knew what to fear, it leſs wou'd move me: 
Yet rather apprehenſion 'tis, than terror ; 
A ſolemn feeling, than a weak diſmay,— 
Were not the name of him I love, involv'd 
In this miſhapen tale, I ſhould deſpiſe it 1 
This makes me filent to my noble gueſts,- 
Yet! And I 3le/s the thought! This goblin ſtory 
May have induc'd the Count,—and wiſely too 

f G To 
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To lock up the apartments; leſt his peace, 
And pride, ſhould ſuffer blemiſh from the rumour, 
Spread widely round, and turn'd, and magnified, 
As ignorance, and ſuperſtition prompted !— 
This ſhall allay the tumult in my breaſt, 
And flatter downy ſlumber to my pillow !— 
To-morrow then What ho! Tereſe there! 
Call up Tereſa! Tas a bleſſed thought! 
I wou'd have done, juſt as my lord has done 


Enter TrREs A, ſrembling. 
COUNTESS. 


Why doſt thou tremble ? Is it at thy ſhadow ?— 
TERESA. + 1 
O! be not angry If you did but know !— 
COUNTESS. (angrilz.) | 


— 


What! 
TERESA. 
What Lapont has told: what dreadful things 
| COUNTESS. 
Lapont !!! 
| TERESA. 


O ! he has often heard the ghoſt, 
And ſwears that trying to unlock the door, 
It gave him ſucha ſhock !— 


' COUNTESS. ( ſolemnly) 
I too am check d 


TERESA. 

Ahl for the love of Heaven reſtore the keys, 
Or the fierce ſpirit will endanger you! 
And ſo Lapont believes. | 

COUNTESS. (interrupting her) 

| Only Lapont !— 
Can thy 1 hoarſe voice ſound nothing but Lapont !_. 
Go !—_ 
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Go -o to bed Thod and my other women 

I ſhall not need your fervices to night.— | 

But not a word to them about the ſpectre ! 

On my diſpleaſure, ſilence to them, and all '— 

Yet, as you go, bid honeſt Blaiſe come hither !— 
[Exit TeRESA, 

My ſoul's on fire I will be ſatisfied, 

Betide what may !—Lapont is in the Plot !— 

I've heard there are antipathies in nature, 

And he is mine Why ſhould my lord careſs him ? ? 

And yet he does Careſs, with confidence. | 

Nay, makes a favourite of the dangerous villain 1. 

But why a villain ?—'Tis his face alone, 

The damning characters imprinted there, 

That make me call him ſo I hope, unjuſtly "i 


Enter BLa1sE. | 
Lady, your ſervant humbly waits your orders ! 
| COUNTESS, | 
Blaiſe! 1f your face belies you not, you're honeſt ? 
Honeſt, I hope, and firm: ſay, ſhall I truſt you? 
BLAISF. / 
Lady, my hand, heart, life, are at your bidding! 
| COUNTESS. 
I'll never tempt thee toa dangerous ſervice, . 
Nor to a deed that ſhall diſhonour thee ! 
Ihou can'ſt be ſecret too? 


BLAISE. 
Elſe were I baſe, 
And little merited this condeſcenſion. 
b COUNTESS. 
Ee ſilent, or you forfeit my eſteem ! 
G2. | You 
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You know the rooms which idle rumour ſays 
Are haunted by a ghoſt ?—What is their number? 
BLAISE. 
An anti-room, a bed chamber, and cloſet. 
COUNTESS. 
Direct me to them !— 
BLAISE. (aſtoniſhed) 
Madam !— 
COUNTESS. 
No reply 
I laugh at ſpectres, and am bent to clear 
Theſe uſeful chambers, of their ill report. 
| BLAISE. (terrified) 
Lady * indeed, my duty makes me ſpeak.— 
COUNTESS. | 
I've heard it all, and know *tis ſome impoſture. 
Be thou my guide for I will paſs this night, 
Within the chamber where the ſpirit walks 
BLAISE; 
= Heav'n forbid '— 
COUNTESS, 
No more of fooliſh fears 
Ev ry attempt were vain to ſhake my purpoſe : 
A chearful book and lights are all I need 
To comfort, or defend me: Thou ſhalt watch 
In th' anti-chamber by :—Now to my cloſet, 


And thenceattend me to the haunted rooms. 
[Exeunt, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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SCENE I. 


The Antichamber to the Saloon. 


Enter LayonT and TERESA. 
TERESA, 


Aras! I fear ſhe's gone to that apartment ! 
LA PONT. | 
I wonder at ſuch raſhneſs !—Are you ſure 


Your noble Lady is not in her chamber? 


TERESA, 
Wou'd that ſhe were! She bade me call up Blaiſe, 


And from that moment neither have been ſeen, 


LAPONT. 
It muſt be ſo Each circumſtance confirms it: 


She ſent for him to ſhew the haunted rooms, 

But little knows the dangers ſhe may run, 

By braving the inexorable ſpirit! 

I know, by proof, its fierce vindictive nature, 
TERESA. 


O Heaven! Dear, kind Lapont, do not deſert us! 


How ſhall we ſave the too preſumptuous Counteſs? 
She may be loſt if you cannot aſſiſt her. 
bi LAPONT. 
Be calm! To fave her life I'll riſk my own. 


I yet. 


* => - 2 — — — — See — — ADE 6 
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I yet, perhaps, may be in time to warn her. 

From a bold enterpriſe may prove her ruin; 

Caution and prudence, will do more than courage, 

Where we encounter ſupernatural things. — 

Let the profoundeſt ſilence ſeal your lips!— 
TERESA. 

O! doubt me not! In all you ſhall direct. 
But, pray ! inform me of the Countels' ſafety : 
My fears will almoſt kill me till you come.. 

LAPONT. | 
Go to your chamber, where remain in peace 


ill I hall ſeek you. Save your Lady's credit, 


And doing ſo, the honor of this houſe, 

By keeping all a ſecret from her gueſts. — 

This is of more importance than you think. 

Truſt all to me: you ſhall know more hereafter ; 

For my fond-heart beats warmly in your favor.— 

VII fee you fafe, and then will ſeek the Counteſs. 

Truſt to Wy friendly counſel, and fear nothing. 
| | [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Changes lo a ſpacious Chamber, with a flately Bed, in 
an Alcove. The Hangings of the Walls Tapeſtry ;— 
a Conch, with a Table before it, on which is a Book 
and Lights. The CounTess appears ſpeaking to 
BrAIsx, Who is pale, and trembling. 


COUNTESS. 
"Tis well |—Nay,—wh y thistremor? Is there aught 
To move thy fear? —— 


BLAIs E. 
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BLAISE. | 


But, Lady! who can tell 
How ſoon the ghoſt |—'Tis after twelve o'clock ! 


COUNTESS. 
Poor Blaiſe I ſee how terror and obedience 


Wage war within thy heart: he not diſmay'd! 
I doubt I may have chos'n a ſtouter guard: 
However, Blaiſe, thy valor ſhall not ſtand 
A trial too ſevere, If I cry help, 

Which will not be; aſſure thyſelf it will not 
Alarm the houſe; elſe watch without, in ſilence. 


BLAISE, (as he goes out) 
Thank Heav'n I am diſmiſs'd!—Wou'd morn 


were come! [Exit BLa1sE. 


COUNTESS. 

And now to ſcrutinize this marvellous chamber, 
It is a noble one; and might be turn'd | 
To better purpoſe, than to harbour-ghoſts!— 
The tapeſtry is rich, and little worn: 
The bed is ſumptuous ;—every thing complete, 
And all in order :— 
can find nothing, yet, to cauſe alarm; 
And, doubtleſs, all has ſprung from ſuperſtition, 
The child of ignorance, and laviſh fear ” 
But why this ſmaller key ſuſpended hence? 
The ſlighteſt trace of any other door | 
Cannot be found: except the dreſſing- room; — 
That's open; and this key fits not the lock. — 
But what it leads to, is not worth conjecture.— 
Inn to my book ; and ſleeping, for this night, 
Upon that couch, perhaps may dream of ghoſts, 

2 Which, 
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Which, waking, I have neither heard, or ſeen. 
© [Takes up the book, but preſently reclines 
on the couch, and begins to doſe.] 


- SCENE III. 


Changes to the Anti- Chamber, where BLa1st is ſeen 
gently opening the Door a little which leads to the 
inner Apartment. 

| __, BLAISE. | 

Thank Heav'n! all's quiet, and my lady ſleeps! 

I truſt the horrid ſpectre is at peace, 

And ne'er will come to trouble us again ! 
Ol that a woman ſhould poſſeſs ſuch courage 
| ' LAPONT. 
[Gently opens the outward door, ſa aying 
2 
Hiſt! hiſt! Blaiſe! hiſt! 
| BL. Als. 
Mercy what noiſe was hat! 
| LAPONT. 
Iti is a friend! Lapont! be not afraid! 
I come to guard, and not to injure thee !— 
| BLAISE. 
Now, Heav'n be prais'd ! I fear'd it was the e abof! 
Enter, good Sir! O! welcome, kind Lapont ! 
I am exceeding glad to ſce you here! 
3 LAPONT. : 
I know thou art. But where's thy noble lady? 


i BLAISE: 
1 huſh !—She's falt e in yonder chamber. 


LaroNnrtT. 
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LAPONT. . (Pleaſed and eagerly) | 
Aſleep d'ye ſay Are vou quite ſure ſhe onpss ? 
BLAISE, 
Come gently this way, and yourſelf may ſee her, 
Look thro' the door. ; | 
e LAPONT. 
Thank Heav'n ! ſhe is aſleep ! j 
Sound be her ſlumbers Then we, ſtill are ſafe! 
How long 1s't ſince ſhe enter'd theſe apartments? 
BLAISE. 42S | 
Scarcely, I think, an hour has paſt away 
Ere J ſet all in order, and came hither. | 4 
LAPONT. 1 
Did ſhe diſcover no ſurpriſe, or terror, | 4x 
On looking round the gloomy haunted room? 1 
BLAISE. - Ki 
No! not the leaſt. C | 
LAPONT. | 10 
Nor have you heard her ſince, ll 
Exclaiming loud? nor have the ſound of locks, = 
Or hollow groans, or creaking hinges ſcar'd you? Ni 
BLAISE. | 
Nothing ! O! Heaven! I tremble at the thought ! 
| LAPONT. 
Why art thou here? Was it by her command 
Thou thus art plac'd her patient centinel? 4 
BLAISE. 1 
It was: and ſtrictly that command enjoin'd _ 
That I ſhou'd watch, in {ilence, till I heard 
Her voice demanding help. | 
LAPONT. | 1 
l'm ſatisfied, 


H BLAISE. 3 


. —Ü——8 «c — —-V— — — 
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BLAISE. 
. But who, Lapont, inform'd you I was here ? 
- LAPONT. 


Tereſa ſtealing to her lady's chamber 
And finding ſhe was abſent, in a fright 
Ran ſtraight to me: I quickly gueſs'd the plot, 
And came to warn, or help, as things requir'd. 
But fince ſhe is aſleep, I truſt the ghoſt 
Will not appear to harm, or trouble her. — 

"Tis paſt the time when it is wont to walk. 
EET BLAISE. — 
But if it ſnou'd!! 
7 - -| LAFONT. 
Be you upon the watch, 
And ſee, from time, to time, the Counteſs ſleeps! 
Her ſafety may depend upon this caution.— | 
If any noiſe is heard; as groans, or talking, 
Or creaking doors, or ſound of opening locks, 
Run, quick, to me, —I'Il watch in my own room 
And give alarm !—Be wakeful on thy life !— 


i [ Exit, 
BLAISE. (As he goes out.) 


O! truſt me, good Lapont ! I will not fail. 
[Shuts the door cautiouſly, of the inner 
Chamber, then takes a cordial bottle 
from his pocket and drinks. 
My mind is more at eaſe: This ſhall ſupport me. 
Tis half paſt one, and my old eyes are heavy: 
There is no danger from the ghoſt to night! 
So I may ſafely venture, like my lady, 
To court the comfort of refreſhing ſleep.— 
[ Puſhes an arm chair behind the ſide ſtene 
to repoſe in, and Exit.] 
l SCENE 
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- Changes to the Inner Chamber, where, while the Coun- | 
rss Vill doſes; a long and deep Groan is heard, ſhe | 
farts, and half riſing, exclaiius. | 
| 


COUNTESS. | 
Did , not hear ſome nviſe?—Or was't the wind? _ 
| [ Another deep groan ; on which ſhe ſtarts It 


up, greatly agitated. } 1 
What diſmal ſound was that? Whence cou'd it W | 
come 4 
[ Repeated groans.] | | 1 
Again again At came from that alcove ! 
Be not appall'd, my ſoul !—Thou'ſt done no wrong 
[ As be advances, with great emotion lo- 
dards the alcove, another groan is more _ 1. 
diſtiuctly heard. = 
Almighty God! if 'tis ſome troubled ſpirit , | 1 
Permitted, by thy will, to walk by night? N 
Give me the grace to ſend it to the grave, 
Whate'er his cauſe of miſery, in peace! ä 
1 [ More groans ; ſhe flarts aghaſt.] 
O Hſpeak !—appear !—reveal the ſecret trouble 
That forceth thee to leave the ſilent tomb, 
And roam 'midſt darkneſs, and the midnight airs! 
[ Groans repeated. 
Now Heav'n ſuſtain me, and enlighten me, 
To fathom this dread ſecret Hence! een hence 
The moaning iſſued, as if under ground! 
[She looks with wild horror round the 'v 
alcove.] : 


* 


„ Vet, 


DEA SEE. 
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Yet, more diſtin, as from ſome hollow cavern ! 
Hah !—From the tapeſtry ! My ſoul's wound up 


To utmoſt agony of dread ſuf penſe, 
And I ſhall madden if 


[ Lifts up a looſe part of the lapeſiry, and 
diſcovers a door.) 
What's here !—A door! 


A ſecret door! And this the fateful key 


[ Haftily ſnatching the keys ; unlocking the 
door. | Do 
That leads to what, at once, Tuiſh, and fear !— 
\ [Groans very diſtin@.| 
Nay, then, there 1s no pauſe Narrow, and 1 
And ſteep, as is the way, and chill the air, 
Something impels me on, and ] muſt go! 


Be God my great protector, and my guide! 


[ She diſappears, but ſoon ruſhes back with 
looks of amazement and horror.) 
Eternal powers I ſaw it thro” the gloom ! 
Tho” indiftin& !—I heard its hollow groans !— 
They pierc'd my heart, and curdled up my blood! 
Baſe fears! Why have ye thus ſubdued my ſoul ! 
If it ſhou'd follow, I will ſpeak to it. —- 
Hark !—It approaches -O! ye pow'rs above! 
Equal my courage to the dread occaſion! 
[The tapeſtry is lifted up flvwly, and dif- 
_ covers the pale, and haggard, yet reve- 
rend figure of an Old Man, with a long 
white beard, and diſordered hair, and 
dreſſed in a long fiowing black robe, who. 
ſpeaks, as be enters. 
OLD 


4 


By the chill damps that drop upon his head, 
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OLD MAN. 
This way it beckon'd me, and I will follow. 
[ Secing the Counteſs, be is awe-flruck, and 
exclaims. | | 
What heavenly viſion's this !—Angel of light! 
Say! Art thou come, —ſo long, ſo often call'd !— 
To end my miſery, and bear my ſpirit, 


Where it, at laſt, may reſt !— 


COUNTESS: (Approaching) 
- Art thou the ghoſt? 
OED MAN. 
I am, indeed, the ſhadow of myſelf, 
My former ſelf But what art thou, bright viſion ? 
COUNTESS. 
A weak, and erring creature, like thyſelf.— 
| OLD MAN. 
If not an angel, as 1 fondly hop'd ! 
Come to releaſe me from my ſecret dungeon ; 
Where lingering years of agonizing grief, 
And racking pain, without one ray of comfort, 
Have bow'd me down in hopeleſs miſery !— 
Why art thou here? And wherefore didſt thou come 
To ſhoot one cheering glance athwart my gloom, 
Then quick withdraw the beam? 


COUNTESS, 
Years, didſt thou ſay ! 


Years haſt thou Ianguiſh'd in that dreary place, 
The very glimpſe of which appall'd my ſoul ? 
OLD MAN. 


* - 
Alas! ”tis very long, or fo it ſeems, 


To one who only knows to count the hours 


wy 
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Or by his ſighs, and tears !—"Tis very long 

Since I was torn from the dear light of day, 

Reft of all comfort, and cut off from man! 
COUNTESS. 

I'm almoſt breathleſs with aſtoniſhment, and pity, 
And ſcarce can aſk if Montval if my huſband !— 
If by his rigour, thou fo long haſt ſuffer'd ? 

OLD MAN. (afide) + 
O! ”tis his wife! Reſign'd, -fo near my end, 
« ] won't accuſe him! They may live in peace!” 
COUNTESS. 

Why doſt thou turn, and mutter to thyſelf? 
Speak out thy griefs, and tell me for what crime— 
OLD MAN (interrupting her ) 

Be Heav'n my judge that none have brought me 


here ! 
COUNTESS. 


Then who ?—what tyrant, rough and pityleſs ! 
Immur'd thee thus, to die a living death? 
OLD MAN. | 
Know you Lapont ?—That villain was the cauſe! 
COUNTESS (exultinglyy „ 
I ſaid he was a villain -O! a load, 
A heavy load is taken from my heart !— 
Whate'er thy guilt, I wou'd not that Montval, 
My dear Montval ! had been ſo baſe of ſoul, 
To take ſuch vengeance on thy helpleſs age, 
For worlds, on worlds But, te muſt know thy 


fate! 


OLD Max. 
Plac'd on the brink of dread eternity, 
I dare not lie — He does but is miſſed 


B the vile miſcreant whom you juſtly hate. 
| COUNTESS 


* 
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| | COUNTESS. 
Miſled !—©O bitter! Can he ſee thy dungeon, 
And look upon thy anguiſh, and thy age, 
And not relent !—lt cuts me to the ſoul! — 
But tell me what, and whence, and who thou art ? 
| OLD MAN. 
Aſk not what never ſhall eſcape my lips, 
For potent reaſons :—nought can wreſt it from me! 
| \ . COUNTESS. 
“ Amazing !—But| thou ſhalt no longer ſuffer ! 
« I will releaſe thee, of my own free will; 
« And thou ſhalt live, and be reſtor'd to comfort! 
Thy miſeries well may expiate thy guilt ! 
And for Lapont! if he has injur'd thee, 
«© That hateful villain ! he ſhall have his meed ! 
« Be ſure he ſhall!” 


OLD MAN. 
Dim is my ſpark of life! 
Yet, to the laſt, we cheriſh liberty ! 
But all revenge is dead within my heart, 
And 111 I ſhou'd repay your generous pity, 
By ſowing difcord 'twixt your lord and you. 
COUNTESS. | 
On!! foul of nobleneſs and charity 
Rever'd old man! Tax me to th' very utmoſt! 
And I can much Tax all my pow'r and fortune 
For guilt ne'er harbour'd in a heart like thine. 
: QLD MAN. 
Thou noble creature l am too weak to bear 
This ruſh of gratitude, fo long weigh'd down 
By wrong, and cruelty, and pain, and ſorrow ! 


_ + CounTsss. 


\ — 
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| COUNTESS, 
Be not dejected Hide not, thus, your face! 
OLD MAN, | 
A thouſand tender, painful recollections 
Prefs down, and almoſt ſuffocate my heart! 
COUNTESS. 
W. hat can this mean — What dreadful my ſtery ! 
OLD MAN, 
5 may it ſtill a myſtery be to you ! 
COUNTESS. 

Tis wonderful! But go with me from hence! 

hate to be ſo near that horrid dungeon!“ 
N OLD MAN. 

I will, on this condition. — That your lord 
Shall never ſee me more. That you ne'er alk - 
Of him, or others, who, or what I am ; 

And that I part unſeen by all but you! 
COUNTESS. © 

Aſtoniſhing !—But only go with me, 

And have thy wiſh.—My lord is gone to Paris. 
| Ty then delay ? 


OLD MAN. 


: Allow me yet ſome pauſe | 
What is the hour? For, buried from the light, 


Darkneſs and day have been alike to me! 
| | COUNTESS. | 

"Tis ſcarce above. two hours from now to morn. 

OLD MAN. 

How learn'd you I was here? Or how depart, 

At ſuch an undue hour, without alarm ? 
TH co TES. 
How I diſcover'd you, at full, hereaſter, 
1 | | You 


* 
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You ſha!l be told :—to leave this night the Caſtle, / 
Without ſuſpicion, were not poſſible. 
But if-reſolv'd to go without delay, 
To-morrow's dawn ſhall find the ready means 
To ſend you hence, unknown to all but me. 
© OLD MAN. - 
Have you the keys? 
COUNTESS. 
have. 
olD MAM. 8 
« But how procur'd? 
COUNTESS, 


« By a mere chance, it were too long to tell. 
[ Recollefts BLAISE, and looks into the an- 
; li- room.] * 
« Hah ! I had forgot !—'Tis well, he's faſt alle 
OLD MAN, (alarmed) - 
« Who's in that chamber? 


COUNTESS, 


« Only Blaiſe, the ſteward; 
„ Set there by me, to watch, and give alarm, 
« If aught requir'd. 


OLD MAN. 
c But has he overheard us? 


COUNTESS. | 
« O'erſpent with watching, he profoundly ſleeps. 
ol MAN. | 
Then, by my ſufferings, and my innocence ! 
By that benevolence, which born of heaven, 
| Lives! in your gen'rous heart, and from your eye 
Beams 
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Beams melting pity on a ſtranger's woe, 
Back to my dungeon let me go, once more, 
And paſs the interval from now, till morn |— 
O! grant me this requeſt !— 
"419 5:4 115 {QOUNTESS. 
Not for the world K 
My pow'r, if needful, ſhall protect you here 


From every wrong. | 
| OLD MAN. 


Dear lady! be advis'd! 
Lapont muſt miſs the keys, and will be waking ; 
For guilt, like his, is ever on the watch: 
Too well I know my cruel, crafty goaler! 
« And now, when all your bidding might com- 
mand, 
« Are, thro' the caſtle, ſunk in deep repoſe, 
« Tt were not ſafe to truſt a villain's vengeance. 
So great his malice, and ſo black his crimes, 
* That even your rank, and pow'r might fail to 
ſave you: 
« wou'd not, for the world, he ſaw us here! 
« 'Twou'd, ſurely urge him to ſome deſperate 
deed! | 
Nor ſhall my name, or perſon be reveal'd 
* To your domeſtics: This my firm reſolve, 
« The hope of liberty ſhall never alter!“ 
COUNTESS (Afide,)- , 

« Blaiſe muſt know nothing. It were better thus: 

I'm 395 to leave you in that diſmal place. 
OLD MAN. 
The brightneſs of your angel countenance, 


Still preſent to my ſoul, ſhall give me light, 
TT ng And 
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And ſpread effulgence thro' ſurrounding gloom 1. 


At morn I will attend you. 
COUNTESS. 
« Be it ſo; 


Since ſo you will. But I ſhall count the hours, 
Till ſweet deliverance greets you by my hand. 
[ A/ide.] © Myſelf will watch and guard him till the 
dawn.“ 
OLD MAN. 


Think you a few ſhort hours which farely lead 


« To light, and liberty, and long-loſt friends, 
« Think you they can ſeem long, to me ſeem long, 


Who years on years have languithed ina eden 2. 


COUNTESS. 


« At leaſt theſe conſerves, and this added light,” 


May help to cheer you, till we meet again! 
I will myſelf, conduct you to your priſon. 
N. no d reply. I will not be refus'd. 


"FR ſhe ſupfrorting him.] 


SCENE V. 


Changes to Laronr' s Room where ze affrears waiting 
about, much agitated. * 


1 LAPONT. 
I cannot reſt | guilt, terror, and revenge, 
With mingled violence, wake a hell within me 
If I ſhou'd fall, I will not fall alone. | 
The Counteſs, and her virtues I abhor ! 
12 8 
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Her very beauty, to my eye, is hateful! 
It faſcinates, and overawes the Count, 


And blaſts my fortune, when the fruit grew ripe. 


I was a fool not to-make all things ſure 

Before this haughty meddling woman came ! 
Oh! ſhe ſhall Jearn how dangerous 'tis to goad 
A reſolute heart, that glories in it's guilt, 


When independence, power, or pleaſure tempt! 


That prating Blaiſe -I muſt be rid of him. 
Tereſa I can fool to all I wiſh. 

But while my boſom broods its embryo purpoſe, 
Silent and dark. © The Count will hurry back! 


That muſt be thought of. I am ſafe to-night, 


And for to-morrow's ſafety, and to- morrow's, 
Long as the term of my ſtrong life ſhall laſt, 
My courage, and my cunning ſhall provide. 


Euter BTAISE haſtily, Hale, and trembling. 


; BLAISE. 
Lapont! Lapont ! the Counteſs ! 
LAPONT (Aritated) 
What of her? 
h |  "BLAISE. | 
"I murder'd by l the ghoſt, or borne away | 
LAPONT, 


You rave, or dream ! How borne away] how 


murder'd! ! 
b BLAISE. 
Alas! 1 not! But ſhe is not there 


9 


LAroxr 
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Bo LAPONT (Zager) 
Not where? | 
BLAISE. 
Not in the chamber where you left her. 
A LAPONT, 
1 d ſhe go without your hearing her? 
BLAISE. - 
Heavy with watching, fleep, at laſt furpris' 
LAPONT (Furiouſly) 
Thou hoary wretch. [Aide] © But I muſt = 
my rage.” 


« She has found the ſecret door, and I am loſt ! 
„% Hah! That's the only way! 


BLAISE. 
What can be done? 


LAPONT (Alu-) 
« There is no time for heſitation now, 


« Forc'd to a point, peril on either fide, 

One way, and only one can lead to ſafety.” 

Come this way Blaiſe, into my cloſet here! 

J have ſomething there to ſay of great importance. 
[BLAISE enters with him, but is fireſently 

| heard crying out.] 

O! do not murder me! for mercy's ſake ! 
LAPONT (Behind the Scene) 


Dotard ! take that! Go, ſleep, for ever now! 
He then enters with * hands, and a 
dagger. 
So! one is ſafe. That fool can blab no more! 


This 


* Porn 
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This key will make me maſter of his hoard :;— 
A comfortable ſum, in time of need! | 
Happen what may, I ſhall not fear Montval, 
And may enjoy my bloody ſpoils in peace, 
Without the dread of his purſuing vengeance. 
Nay, ſuch is my aſcendance o'er his mind,— 
That all I execute, he ſhall approve, 

And largely pay me for my ſecrecy. _ 

*Tis almoſt dawn. I will but cleanſe my hands, 
And eaſe that miſer's coffer of its gold, 


And then my dagger flies at nobler prey. 
[ Exit. 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT. 
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ACT v. 


SCENE I. 


4 Gallery. 
Enter MATILDA and MARIA, in great conſternation. 


MATILDA. 


OT in her chamber? nor has been to night? 

What wonders have I heard? Am L awake? 
Can it be true, the ſtory thou haſt told, 
Of haunted rooms, and of a nightly ſpectre? 

| MARIA. 1 
Tis but too true. And having told the tale 
To my dear lady, who has got the keys, 
I thought it right to rouſe you from your reſt, 
And mention all I knew. 
MATILDA. 

Thou haſt done well 
To break my ſleep, where ſhe may be in danger. 
Yet what the danger, Heav'n alone can tell, 
From ſuch a ſtrange, and ſenſe-confounding cauſe ! 
Wou' d thou hadſt been diſcreet, and held thy tongue, 
About theſe wonders, till the Count's return. 
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, MARIA. 
Ah! wou'd I had been 12 ! But my fears 
Betray'd my prudence ; th6ughtleſs of th' event. 
©] MATILDA. 7. 
Wherelie the chambers which tis ſaid are haunted? 
MARIA. 

Alas! I know not! Blaiſe, if he were here, 
Cou'd ſhew the way; and ſo cou'd good Lapont, 
Who, urg'd alike by courage and by zeal, 

Hurried to ſeek, and to protect the Counteſs. 
MATILDA. SER 
A dreadful apprehenſion ſeizes me 
7 like not ſuch protectors Deareſt friend! 
The fearleſs temper of thy gen'rous mind 
May urge thee on to unſuſpected peril ! 
My heart is on the rack: till thou art found. = 
Thou'cou'dſt not bear Lapont !. And thy ſure * 
Has never fail'd to read a villain's heart. 
What can be done? Knock at the Marquis' door > 
Call up the Count The Count Mien ! he can 
guide, | 5 
Can ſurely guide us to thoſe md chambers. 
That. way he ſleeps. Be quick, and give alarm! 
Exit Maa. 
wy wou'd the Counels run this needleſs hazard? 
| [ Extt. 
[Laroxr enters cautiouſly from the other fide: ] 
„ | LAPONT. 
Now is the time, when all are wrapt in ſleep! 
All but my victims, who ſhall feel my arm! 
Since every project to prevent this woman, 


5 © - oy "This 
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This haughty woman, from her fatal prying, 
Has been the means, by ſome accurſed chance! 
Of urging her to fathom the dread ſecret. 
But ſhe as well might have effay'd to cruſh 
The deadly ſerpent with her delicate hands, 
As to deſtroy, or counteract my ae 
Now her proud ſpirit 
[Count of MoNTYAL enters from the otlir 
fide of the flage, with an air of aiftrejs 
and diſmay. 
« He return'd ſo ſoon ! 
« Too early, yet too late!“ 
COUNT. 
What now Lapont? 
10 0085 diſcover'd? Hell itſelf is here! 
[ Striking his boſom. 
And thou the demon that has made it ſo! 
O! had I never liſten'd to thy counſel ! 


LAPONT, 
"Twere waſte of time or I cou'd anſwer you. 
Keep your own ſecret, and you've nought to fear! 
COUNT, 


Yes! Conſcience! Conſcience ! waking, but too 
late ! 

I loath myſelf, my crime, and its ſucceſs | 

Nor time, nor circumſtance can ever cure 

The living ulcer, that corrodes my heart 

Forc'd to adore, by that unerring juſtice, 

Which all our arts can neither bribe nor blind. 
The radiant virtue which my deeds pollute, 


K _— 
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My ſoul can never taſte of comfort more ! 
O! never! never! 


LAPONT. 
Wretched c#nting this! 
Worthy the bigot monk, and cloiſter'd cel}, 
Where ſolitude and faſting ape the tone 
Of coward penitence, and pious zeal ! 
- COUNT. 
In vain ! you mock the horrors I endure ! 
They merit ſympathy, and not deriſion, 
And moſt from thee, the partner of my guilt. 
How can I face the Counteſs !—how ſupport 
Her pure embraces ! | 
LAPONT (freeringly). 
| | Trial too ſevere !— 
But, if you value her eſteem, or love, 
For ſhou'd ſhe know you, both were loſt for ever, 
Quickly depart !—Away ! with ſpeed, for Paris, 
And never let her know of your return. 


[4fide.] 
* His conſcientious qualms muſt not be truſted.” » 
„ COUNT. | 
But are you certain ſhe has no ſuſpicion? 
| 2514 LAPONT.. 
Back! back where welcome tidings ſhall await 


you £32; 

I'll ſoon be maſter a the fatal keys : 

The Countets' tried, and laugh d at all they che w d 
her. 

The ſecret HORS toiher's a ſecret ſtill. 

Away + away! or we may be diſcover'd! 

BT 1 Tereſa 
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Tereſa has the keys, and they'll be mine. 
[ Afide, going out.] 
Poor eaſy dupe! he credits all I ſay !” 
COUNT. 
Determin'd villain ! had I never known thee, 
I had been bleſt! But I muſt ſtill diſſemble, 
Till the time's riper to defy his malice. 
I'll go and order that my horſe be ready, 
Juſt look, tho' loth, towards the hated oO 
To ſee that all is ſtill, and all ſecure, JOEY 
And then, with heavy heart ! depart for Paris. 
Exit. 


SCENE II. 


Changes to the ſiſhoſed Haunted Chamber. The 
CounTEss riſes from the Couch and comes forward. 


COUNTESS. 

The fun is riſing. I will ſpeak to Blaiſe, 
Diſmiſs him to procure a cloſe conveyance, 
Ignorant for whom, or what it is defign'd— 
And then releaſe the patient ſufferer. | 
His look and manners move my inmoſt ſoul ! 
What deep affront ; what motive for revenge, 
Cou'd make the Count abet ſuch cruelty! 
There is a ſecret in this ſtrange affair 
cannot fathom ! The afflicted victim 
With Chriſtian meek..efs, ſhudders to accuſe 
My guilty Lord, in ſpite of all he has ſuſſer'd! 
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O! Montval! Montval! clear this myſtery 
And clear thyſelf, or never can my heart 
Eſteem thee more ! 
[Goes to the Door leading to the Anti- 
Chamber and calls out.] 
What Blaiſe! Awake! 
Hal gone! 
Then it is time, indeed, to ſeek the captive, 
And to conceal him in mine own apartment, 
Till private means are ſought for his departure. 
[ Enters the Door leading to the Dungeon, 
and diſaſthears.] 


SCENE Ill. 


Changes to the Dungeon. 
| PRISONER! 1 
| It can't be far from morn! This precious light, 
Precious! becauſe her angel hand beſtow'd it. 
Is nigh extinct !—I thought I could have borne 
This ſhort delay, with a more equal mind! 
Oh! that I might but preſs her to my heart, 
And call her! But my guardian ſpirit comes! 
COUNTESS. 
Thou venerable man, whoe'er thou art; 
J come to lead thee to the chearful day! 
But time is ſhort, and circumſtances preſs ! 
5 PRISONER, 
My tutelary angel! I obey !—— 
[As heis going out with her, enter LAPON T 
with a Dagger in his Hand.] 
Ez That 
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That villain here! Then heav'n indeed defend 


us! 
LAPONT. | 
Aye! ſay your prayers, for you have need of 
them! 


' COUNTESS (Advancing) 
Inſolent wretch! What means this bold in- 
truſion? | 
How dare you ſet yourſelf to watch my ſteps! 
Villain avaunt! and never face me more! 
| LAPONT ( Awe ſtruck a moment, Aſide) 
« What ſhall I faulter at a woman's frown !” 
Perhaps, indeed, we ne'er may meet again 
COUNTESS. 
Obdurate monſter ! I can gueſs thy purpoſe ! 
That dagger and thy face are well agreed ! 
The midnight murderer, is mark'd by both! 
[4s he advances towards her, fhe flefis 
back, and draws a Dagger from her 
Boſom.] | 
Aſſaſſin, look II have a dagger too? 
But to defend, not murder innocence ! 
Advance one ſtep, and I will ſtrike thee dead 
LAPONT (fide) 
« My fate is fix'd, there's no retracting now!“ 
Imperious woman! thus I anſwer thee ! 


He ruſhes on her, and attemfiting to ſeize 
the Dagger with which ſhe attemfits lo 
firtke him; in the ftruggle it falls.] 

COUNTESS, 
Audacious rufhan ! 


LAPOoNT, 
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LAPONT. 
This to prove me fo. 
[ As he ſeizes her by the Arm, and is about 
o fulunge his Dagger in her Boſom, the 
old Priſouer takes up that which had 
fallen, and ſilunges it in tas Side, LA- 


PONT falls. | 
PRISONER. : 
Thus righteous heav'n aſſiſts the feeble arm! 
LAPONT. 
Oh! damn'd ſurpriſe ! may hell and furies ſeize 


thee! 
Vengeance and horror ! But will not die! 
I am not prepar'd. 
[ Trying to an falls aud exhires. ] 
PRISONER. 
Alas ! thou art not prepared, 


Jo meet the juſtice of offended Heav'n ! | 


COUNTESS. 
Quick, let us haſten from this n dungeon. 
; PRISONER. 
My feeble limbs, exhauſted by this effort, 
Refuſe their office !—I muſt reſt awhile! 
| COUNTESS. 
Nay, lean on me! I pray you lean on me 
I will ſupport you! and in juſtice ought, 


Since but for you, I were a lifeleſs corſe ! 


Exeunt ſlowly, fhe ſuffprorting him. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


The ſuppoſed haunted Room, where affiear the Count 
of Colmar, the Marquis, MATILDA, and Ma- 
RIA, in great conſternation. 


MATILDA, 


She is not here! I ſhall grow mad with terror! 
MARQUIS. 

Be calm my love !—Yet, yet ſhe will be found 
Think not this fabled phantom can endanger _ 
Your noble friend. | 

1 COLMAR. 1 
There's ſomething more in this 
Than a mere ſhadow. Heard you not ſome noiſe ? 
MATILDA. 
Towards th' alcove? 
MARQUIS. 
It was.— Again 1 hear it! 


K MATILDA. 


O! ſhall faint !—Now ! now ! I hear a, murmur 


Of ſome ſad voice! 
COUNT. 
The ſound of feet approaches, 
Yet 1 s feen - Nearer! yet nearer ſtill! 
MATILDA. | 6 
Protect me Marquis! See - the tapeſtry ! 
Die tafeftry is lifted uft, and diſcovers 
the CouxTess ſupporting the Orp 
Cor, whoſe face is flained with 
Blood. 


MarqQuUi1s. 


1 
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Eternal Pow'r ! .what apparition's this! 


TERESA. 
O Heay' n defend us! 


MATILDA. 
J ſhall die with terror! 


- IA, the Orp CovunT advances towards 
| an eaf window, he averts his face, ex- 
| claiming. 
The light! the light 
[And faints.| 
- COUNTESS. 
O God! the victim dies! 
LA gather round. | 
MARQUIS. 
Fly, fly for ſuccour ! [Exit MARIA. 
| COUNT OF COLMAR. 
| | Can the grave reſtore !! 
My eyes deceive me !—No !—it is my friend !— 
1 | But, ah! how chang'd ! 
| Py ES > COUNTESS, (it great emotion) 
What can you mean? What friend? 


| COLMAR. 
be Count of Montval! Nobleſt, peſt of men! 


[Youxs Couxrt enters, who, ſeeing lis 
. father, fands horror-ſtruck.] 
A | COUNTESS. | 
Of Men ?— What !—the father 
YOUNG. COUNT. 
_ Swallow me, earth !— 


CoLMAR. 
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COLMAR. 
0! yes, the father of thy noble huſband 1 


COUNTESS. 
Accurs'd the ſound ! and blotted be the hour, 
That thews a monſter—in the man I lov'd! 
MARQUIS. 
What dreadful miſery | what horrid crime 
Has buried thus alive !— | 
| COLMAR. 
The Count revives!  _ 
[Orp Covxr raiſes himſelf a little, ſuh- 
Horted by the CouNTEsS and COLMAR.] 
OLD COUNT, 
O! I am fick !—lick unto death |! —So |—ſo l— 
Here let me lean! 


[ Reclining his head on ie CounTEss' 


boſom. 
- COUNTESS, 
O! live !—But try to live, 
Or the moſt abject wretch that crawls on earth, 
Is bleſt, compar'd with me ! 
OLD COUNT, 
What haſt thou ſaid, 
Nobleſt and kindeſt !——Ha!—my cruel fon! 
| [Young CounT throws himſelf at his 
father's feet, the CouxrEss averting 
her face from him with fern horror. ] 
YOUNG COUNT. 


Yes! from my boſom rend this barbarous 


— heart! 
Trample my body !—Curſe my impiousToul !— 
All is too good for ſuch a ſon as me! 

J .-. OLD 


1 
{ 
| 


— 
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OLD COUNT, 
Do'ſt thou repent ? 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Repentance is too calm ! 
Remorſe and horror tear my burſting heart ! 
OLD COUNT, | 
Then may thy God forgive, as I forgive thee ! 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Enchanting found ! But live! O! live to bleſs 
me! | 
[Enter TERESA.] 
OLD COUNT. 


It will not be !—I fear—it will not be! 


COUNTESS (ſuddenly turning, and taking the cordial from TERESA. 


O! ſwallow this It may revive your ſpirits ! 

Think of my agonies !—My dread deſpair ! 
OLD COUNT. (trying to arink) 

I cannot ſwallow !—my emotions choak me! 
This ſudden change! this conflict—is too much 
For age and weakneſs - worn with length of ſorrow ! 

COUNTESS. ( fernly to ber huſband) ; 

Canſt thou hear this, and not be turn'd to ſtone ! 

OLD COUNT. (19 her) 

Be comforted !—PForgive, as I forgive him! 
| To his ſon.] | 
Cheriſh the beſt and nobleſt of her ſex, 

And thus redeem thy injuries to me! 
Quick, let me ſeal thy pardon ere I die |— 

SY [ Embraces him feebly.] 

My good and dear old friend, your hand once more! 
{Giving lis hand to COLMAR.] 
Daughter, 
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Daughter, may ev'ry bleſſing 
inks and dies. 
COUNTESS. (farting up wildly) 
Blefling !—l !— 
Can I be ble! link'd to a parricide !— 
See !—fee ! his hands reek with a father's gore 
O] murder !—murder !—Has thy iron heart 
No touch of nature ! | 


[ Stands as if gaſhing for breath.] 
MATILDA. 


Deareſt, deareſt friend ! 
Now let your wonted firmneſs ſtand the teſt, 
And calm your anguiſh ! 


MARQUIS. 
"Tis a dreadful trial 


For love and virtue, ſuch as her's, to bear! 
YOUNG COUNT, 
Well may ſhe loath a guilty wretch like me! 
I dare not ev'n approach !—Yet, if my love 
If deep remorſe 


COUNTESS. (Harting from her tupor) 
Thy love '—deteſted love! 


What can remorſe, where crimes have dy'd the 
ſoul | 
So deep a black Go !—herd with cannibals, 
Who feed on human fleſh, and drink man's blood! 
Yet, even they, reſpect and love their fathers !— 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Soul-harrowing thought !—Yet, gracious Heav'n 
can pardon | 
The guiltieſt wretch that lives beneath the ſkies ! 
| | La Cour rss. 
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COUNTESS, 
O miſery! madneſs !—AIll my brain's on fire != 
MATILDA. 
Let reaſon ſpeak to check theſe dangerous tranſ- 
ports ! | 
COUNTESS, 
Talk down the tempeſt !—laugh away deſpair ! 
| YOUNG COUNT, 
Thus grov'ling at your feet, I crave'for mercy ! 
Will nothing move ! 
. COUNTESS. ( pointing to his ſather*s body) 
- Monſter !—look there look there! 
| YOUNG. COUNT. 
DitraQing ſight! Forgive me! O! forgive! 
- - COUNT OF COLMAR. 
Haw: cou'd thy heart be harden'd to inflict 
Such dreadful cruelties, on ſuch a father ! 


Who cou'd.excite thee to ſuch impious conduct? 


; YOUNG COUNT. 
The vile Lapont, by long and various arts! - 
Baſe as I was to liſten to his counſel !— 
MT as baſe !—work'd up my ſoul to all !— 


| COUNTESS. 
„ Cruel !—unnatural !—what cou'd work thy 
heart, 
„ What arts, what nt to ſuch deeds of hor- 
| TOT !— 
« But he has his 8d The blood whoſe tainted 
ſpots 


« Defile that reverend 28 ſprang from his heart! 

« Old as he was, and dying, vet thy father, 

0 F 0 ſave my life, exerted ſtrength to kill him! 
YouNG 
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YOUNG COUNT. 

* Tenfold accurs'd! dar'd he attempt thy life! 

COUNTESS. 

« Is that a wonder ?—Was he not thy tutor? 
YOUNG COUNT. 

Alas! he early tempted me to vice! 

« Corrupted firſt, and then controled my mind. 

“ Intemp'rate riot, and profuſe expence, 

“ Impell'd, at laſt, my father to reprove. 

Again I err'd ; again his ſterner voice 


% Check'd my career, and threaten'd puniſhment. 


* Impetuous, headſtrong, blinded by my paſſions, 
« Lapont, aſſiduous, fann'd my cauſeleſs rage; 
Pictur'd my father as a gloomy tyrant, 

And hinted there were means, wou'd' I employ 

them, 

« To give me full poſſeſſion of his fortune,” 

Ere lingering nature clos'd his eyes in peace. 

COUNTESS. 

And you cou'd liſten to the dangerous villain! 

Cou'd calmly liſten, and not drive him from you 

With execrations ! 

YOUNG COUNT. 

Curs'd infatuation, 
That made me yield my ſoul to ſuch a wretch! 
For preſs'd by urgent debts, and urgent vice, 
In an ill hour, I follow'd his baſe counſel. 

COUNTESS. 

* O fatal hour !—Finiſh thy horrid tale ! 
YOUNG COUNT. 


8 Feigen remorſe io the afflicted Count, 
« Reſtleſs 
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« Reſtleſs with ſorrow, ſorrow for my faults! 

— A ſoporific I adminiſter'd, 

« Which ſimulating death, made all believe, 

* All but Lapont and me, my father dead. | 

* Laid in his coffin, at the dead of night 

« We took him thence, and plac'd him in the dun- 
geon, 

« Which long diſus'd, was only known to us; 

* Then fill'd the leaden caſe with mimic weight, 

« And ſoon interr'd it, with funereal pomp, 


ln the fame vault where lay his anceſtors.— 


« By night, when all we thought were faſt aſleep, 
* Weus'd to carry him his ſcanty food, 


_ < Wretch that I was! And thence the tale of ghoſts. 


< You know the reſt. 
© MATILDA. 
Alas! we know too much! 
* Wou'd I had never heard the dreadful tale! 
COLMAR. 
O! my dear Montval! what a fate was thine ! 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Yet he forgave ! you heard how he forgave * 
| COUNTESS. (groaning deeply) 
Forgave !—But can'ſt thou ere forgive thyſelf ? 
YOUNG COUNT. 
Never, while you repulſe me! Let me 8 


[Offering lo take her hand.] 
- COUNTESS. 


Stand off! —avaunt '—Pollute me; touch me 
not! 


Look at thy parricid'al hands! 


Think 
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Think of thy parricid'al heart !— 
They drop with blood!—with blood -a father's 


blood ! 
| YOUNG COUNT. 


Oh ! one embrace, and I ſhall die content! 
COUNTESS. | 
Anguiſh! diſtraction! Sooner I'd embrace 
Deformity and age, and peſtilence ! 
Rather wou'd claſp, within theſe wretched arms, 
The loathſome leper, livid from the tomb, 
Than taint my breaſt with thy abhorr d endear- 


ments ! 
| YOUNG COUNT. (Wild) 


Then what is left me? 
COUNTESS, 
Shame ! remorſe ! deſpair ! 
Fruitleſs repentance, and a lingering death 
YOUNG COUNT. (Suddenly ſtabbing himſelf) 
No! this ſhall free me from the latter curſe - 
"OI | _ [ Falk. 
COUNTESS. , | 
| Montval! Montval -O! I have murder'd him! 
Murder'd my huſband. 


[ Throwing herſelf down h him 5 
MATILDA. (Weeping ) 
« Miſerable man! 
2 0 that my noble friend had never r known thee? 
MARQUIS. 
He is not dead! Bend him a little forward!“ 
COUNTESS. 5 
My deareſt lord! O yet, if life remains, 
O ! yet look up and hear me ſpeak forgiveneſs ! 
Feel my embrace, and witneſs my deſpair ! 
1 YOUNG 
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YOUNG COUNT. ( faintly) 
Can you ſpeak thus !—Then I ſhall die in peace! 
Forgive me, thou Great God! all my offences! 
Place me, O place me by my ſather's fide ! 

That I may weep over his clay-cold hand, 
And ſigh upon it my laſt breath of life 
[ They move him to his father's body, taking 
whoſe hand, and fervently kiſſing it, 
lie ſays.] 
Moſt injur'd, moſt rever d! O! may thy ſpirit 
Plead at th' eternal bar. | Dies. 
COUNTESS. 
[Claſhing him cloſely in her arms as they "5 
10 raiſe her.] , 
Hold off! Hold off! for I will die with him. 
Sꝛooons in e 
„ern. 
Hleirtsending ſpectacle unhappy friend, 
Exert 2 5 fortitude! 5 
. ' MARQUIS. be 
She hears you not 
So deadly is the ſwoon that locks her ſenſes. 
Run for ſome help to move theſe bodies hence. 
[To Tereſa.) 
Convey the hapleſs Counteſs to her chamber, 
Where let our tender care and friendſhip watch her, 
Till time ſhall bring his balm to heal her wounded 
mind ! | 


- The Curtains «as and tis be Ply ends, 


EPILOGUE. 
By ruE AUTHOR of Taz TRAGEDY, 


AND 


SPOKEN BY MRS. POWELL. 


* 


Gaos res vo ghoſt? For both have ſtood the teſt 
Ghoſt or u ghoſt ?—Pray which has pleas'd you beſt ? 
But need I aſk? Or can the Author wreſtle, 
With the enchanting ghoſt of Conway Caſtle ? 
Tho' kind applauſcs hail'd the fancied ſprite, 
Transform'd into a poor old man to-night, 
He dares not hope applauſe fo long, ſo clear, 
As almoſt ſtunn'd the ſpectre of laſt year. 
But—a propos—pray was it not provoking | 
To make the Counteſs—nay ! 'tis paſt all joking,— 
At midnight !——in a dungeon! quite alone! 
Brave an hobgoblin, and his hollow groan !— 1 
Dear ladies I wou d ſtake my life upon it, 
That neither you, — nor vob, nor YOU had done it! 
Nay had ſome Beaux I ſee, been in her place, 
| Their hands had not been whiter than their face, 
For me !—to all the audience be it known 
I hate, and fear all ſpeftres—ſave my own.* 
But, hence! the jeſt profane !—"Twere impious "here, 
From the fad eye, to chaſe the graceful tear: 
No ſtudied woes have wak'd the Poet's art, 7 
To touch the tender pulſes of the heart: 
No high-wrought fiction mov 'd the pitying ſigh, 
For Kings who languiſh, or for Queens who cry z 
But the real tale of deep domeſtic woe, 28 
Has made your boſoms throb, your ſorrows flow. | i= 
Too ſolemn, then, too homefelt is the ſcene, | 
For Epilogue to come with flippant mien,— | | I 
And turn to faſhionable Farce a part, be 
Which thrills the fineſt fibres of the heart. 
Let thoſe who love juſt jeſting; ſeek to ſhine ; 
But never may the odious taſk'be mine.— * 
* Allading to this Lady's part in tþe Caſtle 7 
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